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Dick’s  quick  eye  saw  the  speeding  sphere  coming  directly  toward  the  girls  seated  back  of  the 
line.  He  raced  toward  it,  and  made  a  desperate  effort  to  stop  the  ball  before 

it  could  reach  the  panic-stricken  maidens. 
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Dick  Daresome’s  Summer  Baseball  Nine 
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NEW  VICTORIES  FOR  MERRIVALE 


By  FRANK  FORREST 


CHAPTER  I. 

THE  FISHERMAN’S  REVENGE. 

“Now  I  got  ye  this  time!”  hissed  a  voice  vibrant  with 
cruel  hatred. 

“Not  yet!”  replied  a  clear  voice,  and  there  was  sud¬ 
denly  the  sound  of  a  crashing  of  wood  ringing  on  the  night 
air  of  the  Maine  lake  region. 

“Ye’re  done  fer  this  time!”  cried  the  first  speaker, 
and  (the  only  reply  was  a  gasp  of  pain,  and  a  splash,  as  of 
some  heavy  body  falling  into  the  dark  waters  of  the  lake/ 

“Ha,  ha!”  chuckled  the  villainous  speaker,  and  now  to 
an  observer,  or  rather  a  listener — for  it  was  too  dark  a 
night  to  see  anything  for  a  distance  of  fifty  feet — the  sound 
of  oarlocks  could  have  been  plainly  heard. 

frhe  sound  kept  lip,  and  it  was  evident  that  the  oarsman 
was  skilled  in  the  work,  for  he  was  progressing  at  a  rapid 
rate  through  the  water. 

Suddenly  there  was  a  new  sound. 

It  was  a  thumping  clank  against  the  rear  of  the  rower’s 
boat.  rHi ere  was  the  noise  of  a  scuffle,  and  the  sound  of 
the  oarlocks  abruptly  ceased. 

“Your  trickery  doesn’t  work  this  time,”  cried  the  second 
-peakor,  coughing  between  his  words.  rl  his  gave  proof 


/  vr. 

that  he  had  swallowed  a  good  deal  of  water  in  whatever 
activity  had  taken,  place. 

Biff !  Bang ! 

There  was  a  terrific  sound  of  fisticuffs,  and  the  man  with 
the  dialect  let  loose  a  string  of  angry  profanity. 

Swish ! 

x.  * 

One  of  the  oars  fell  into  the  water  with  a  splash,  and  thn 
fight  continued. 

Bump ! 

The  other  oar  was  brought  down  with  considerable  force 
against  the  bottom  of  his  boat. 

“You’ll  think  twice  before  you  attack  a  fellow  in  a  canoe 
again!”  cried  the  second  speaker,  wrathfully.  “I’ll  teach 
you  to  try  it!” 

As  it  chanced  the  craft,  in  which  this  struggle  was  tak- 
ing  place,  was  a  broad,  flat-bottomed  fisherman’s  boat, 
called  in  some  parts  of  the  country  a  “John  Boat.” 

Accordingly,  it  afforded  a  good  field  for  operations  of 
the  sort,  because  it  wobbled  but  did  not  tip  over  easily  be¬ 
cause  of  its  broad  beam. 

“Le’  go  !”  grunted  the  guttural  voice  of  the  first  speaker ; 
“ef  you  don’t,  T’ll  kill  ye,  Dick  Daresome!” 

The  youth  who  was  struggling  thus  against  his  veiled 
assailant  chuckled  grimly. 

,“So,  you  know  me,  do  you?”  he  cried,  as  he  gave  a 
dexterous  twist  with  his  wiry  arms. 
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As  the  reader  may  have  guessed  from  the  other’s  words, 
Dick  Daresome  had  attained  a  mastery  of  position.  His 
arms  were  twisting  the  other  fellow’s  into  an  excruciating 
position  behind  his  back. 

\\row  !  Yo'ro  breakin’  my  arm  !”  groaned  the  man. 

Ha,  ha!”  laughed  Dick  Daresome,  "you  didn’t  mind 
near'v  breaking  my  neck  when  you  lassoed  me  in  my  canoe 
there  in  the  dark!” 

The  noise  of  the  scuffling  suddenly  ceased,  for  the 
younger  chap  had  finally  worked  his  opponent  into  a  help¬ 
less.  fiat  position  on  the  bottom  of  the  boat.  * 

“Now,  well  see  who  you  are!”  cried  the  youth.  "I’d 
like  to  know  what  you’re  trying  such  capers  against  me 
for!  I’ve  not  harmed  any  one  around  here!” 

Dick  stuck  his  hand  inside  his  pocket. 

But  all  his  matches  were  soaking  wet,  like  the  rest  of 
his  belongings  at  that  particular  moment. 

By  George,  you  gave  me  a  cowardly,  ducking !”  mut¬ 
tered  the  youth.  "I  wish  I  had  a  light  of  some  sort !” 

He  twisted  the  other’s  arms  back  and  Upward  between 
the  shoulder  blades.  This  movement  brought  a  howl  of 
pain  from  the  man. 

“Ouch!  Murder!” 

Daresome  laughed  and  let  the  fellow’s  arms  down  again, 
for  he  would  not  torture  any  one  when  in  such  a  helpless 
position.  Dick  was  the  other  sort  of  fellow.  He  was  ready 

for  trouble,  but  he  would  not  take  advantage  over  a  fallen 
foe. 

“Oh,  if  you  won't  answer.  I’ll  find  out  anyway !”  mut 
tered  Daresome  with  a  grim  chuckle.  "  > 

won’t!  ’  muttered  the  man. 

He  spoke  in  a  gruffer  voice  even  than  before,  and  it  was 
now  evident  to  Dick  that  the  fellow  was  trying  to  disguise 
himself  from  the  youth. 

“That  means,”  thought  the  lad,  “that  I  have  seen  him 
or  heard  him  speak  before.  Now,  as  my  Merrivale  Acad¬ 
emy  crowd  has  only  been  in  camp  about  a  week,  there’s  not 
much  of  a  crowd  to  pick  from.” 

He  thought  over  the  natives  of  the  lake  region  that  he 

had  met,  and  at  last  decided  that  the  assailant  must  be  one 
of  two  men. 

ou  are  either  that  old  farmer  who  has  his  place  next 
our  camp  or  the  bum  fisherman  who  steals  fish  from  other 
people's  lines !”  said  the  young  fellow. 

His  prostrate  enemy,  held  vice-like  in  the  bottom  of  the 
boat,  gave  a  grunt  of  hatred. 

“All  right,  then,  you  won’t  tell?”  asked  Dick,  with  de¬ 
termined  tones.  “I'll  just  elect  myself  sheriff  then,  and  I 
will  get  some  marks  of  identification!” 

Qmek  as  a  flash  he  swung  otie  deft  hand  around  the  fel¬ 
low  s  shirt,  and  as  he  did  so  his  fingers  came  in  contact 
with  a  bundle  of  folded  papers. 


They  had  been  tucked  inside  the  fellow’s  blouse  for  safe¬ 
keeping,  but  the  sudden  and  unlocked  for  tussle  had  forced 

them  loose. 

“Ho,  ho!'’  laughed  Daresome,  “this  is  something!** 

He  slipped  the  papers  into  his  own  pocket — half  in  fun, 
and  yet  determined  to  punish  his  cowardly  assailant  and 
to  find  out  his  identity. 

“Let  go — gimme  them !”  cried  the  other  in  a  strange 
frenzy  of  excitement  and  fear. 

“Whoa,  there!”  cried  Dick  Daresome,  “there’s  some¬ 
thing  wrong  here,  as  sure  as  you’re  born !” 

The  older  man  gave  a  yell  of  hatred  and  rose  suddenly, 
taking  advantage  of  the  loosening  of  the  grip  of  Dare- 
some's  right  hand. 

“This  time  I  will  kill  ye!”  he  hissed. 

Dick  heard  the  click  of  a  revolver  hammer  and  knew  that 
as  the  other  had  wormed  his  way  loose  and  -was  evidently 
armed  with  an  unexpected  weapon,  it  was  no  time  to  loiter. 

So  the  crafty  youth  -with  rare  discretion  did  not  wait  for 
another  warning,  but  suddenly  dived  over  the  side  of  the 
boat  in  the  direction  from  where  he  had  been*  dragged 
earlier. 

He  had  taken  a  good  deep  breath. 

This  enabled  him  to  swim  under  the  water  for  many 
feet  and  without  making  the  noise  of  a  riffle.  At  last  his 
exhausted  lungs  and  throbbing  pulses  warned  him  that  it 
was  time  to  rise  for  a  new  breath.  This  he  did  as  an  Tn- 
d^n  would  have  done,  not  with  his  head  coming  up  first,  to 
make  a  sound  on  that  stilly  water  and  to  make  a  rssible 
target  before  he  even  had  his  breath.  / 

No! 

Daresome  was  merely  a  prize  student  of  Merrivale  Acad¬ 
emy  camping  for  the  summer  with  a  crowd  of  his  school¬ 
mates  on  the  shore  of  the  Maine  lake. 

But  he  had  learned  many  things  not  taught  in  the  class¬ 
room,  and  this  was  one  of  them. 

“Now  for  some  wind !”  thought  he,  and  still  deep  in  the 
water  where  he  was  progressing  rapidly  by  his  rapid,  frog¬ 
like  strokes,  he  rolled  over,  face  upward. 

Arching  his  hack,  with  his  feet  down  and  arms  spread 

out  on  either  side,  lie  slowly  rose  to  the  smooth  surface  of 
the  lake.. 

Only  his  mouth  and  nose  came  out  of  the  water  at  first 

and  there  the  youth  lay  quietly,  floating  on  liis  back  with- 

out  a  sound  to  betrav  him. 

%/ 

“Whar  are  ye?  I’ll  blow  yer  blasted  head  off  of  vo  don't 

give  me  them  papers!”  cried  a  burly  voice  from  the  flat- 
boat. 


But  Daresome  only  chuckled  inwardly  as  he  lav  there 
resting  for  another  long  swim. 

The  man  had  not  detected  his  whereabouts  and  was 
vainly  listening  and  peering. 
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“Well,  if  those  papers  are  worth  getting  they  are  worth 
reading,"  thought  Daresome.  “No  man  ought  to  put 
things  on  paper  that  won't  bear  scrutiny.  So,  I'm  justified 
in  holding  on  to  them !” 

It  was  lucky  for  him  that  he  did ! 


-CHAPTER  II. 

THE  MYSTERY  INCREASES. 

The  man  in  the  flatboat  shouted  and  swore,  hut  all  to  no 
avail,  for  he  had  not  only  lost  sight  and  sound  of  the  lad, 
but  one  oar  had  gone  by  the  board  and  the  other  was  badly 
splintered  in  the  scuffle. 

“Til  git  that  varlit  yit !”  muttered  the  fisherman,  for 
such  he  happened  to  be. 

The  truth  of  the  matter  was  that  this  man  had  been  one- 
of  the  “monarchs  of  all  he  surveyed”  at  tlys  particular  lake 
until  part  of  the  students  from  Merrivale  Academy  came 
up  there  to  pitch  their  summer  camp. 

Here  they  were  studying  a  few  hours  each  day,  devoting 
the  remainder  of  the  time  to  jolly  outdoor  sports. 

Their  presence,  combined  with  that  of  a  camp  further 
down  the  lake  composed  of  about  fifty  students  from  a 
rival  school,  Belleville  Academy,  interfered  with  the  man’s 
fishing. 

He  did  not  care  for  the  fact  that  these  two  bodies  of 
campers  were  paying  the  owners  for  their  privileges.  Like 
most  of  the  dwellers  of  wild  country,  he  considered  that  he 
had  a  natural  right  to  all  the  privileges,  and  he  hated 
strangers. 

Just  now  his  little  trick  of  revenge  was  to  cost  him 
dearly. 

“Hay,  thar,  I’ll  giv  ye  one  more  chance — giv  me  them 
papers  or  I’ll  blaze  inter  ye — I  know  whar  ye  are !” 

As  it  happened  he  was  speaking  straight  in  the  direction 
of  the  swimming  Daresome.  That  youth  feared  that  per¬ 
haps  he  had  betrayed  himself  by  a  little  splashing. 

So  as  a  precaution  he  ducked  beneath  the  surface  again 
and  swam  under  water  to  increase  the  distance. 

Bang! 

The  man  did  indeed  fire  off  his  revolver,  as  a  chance 
shot,  and  the  sound  re-echoed  and  reverberated  around  the 
hilly  sides  of  the  long  lake  with  tremendous  racket. 

But  Daresome  was  well  under  the  water,  and  the  bullet, 

fired  at  random,  passed  harmlessly  along,  whizzing  over 

§ 

the  water. 

“Time  enough  for  me  to  take  some  more  air,”  thought 

the  -killful  young  swimmer. 

He  came  to  the  surface  and  was  delighted  to  see  close  at 


hand,  distinguishable  even  in  that  darkness,  the  shape  of  a 
bobbing,  riderless  canoe. 

“That's  mine!”  thought  the  youth  to  himself.  “The 
game  old  craft  righted  herself  when  that  rascal  lassoed 
me!  Well,  now  I’ll  just  show  him  a  trick  or  two.” 

The  canoe  was  bobbing  about  most  serenely,  having  come 
through  the  sudden  attack  without  harm,  as  Dick  had  sur¬ 
mised.  The  young  chap  swam  silently  to  the  end  of  the 
craft. 

“Now  for  a  little  fancy  gymnastics,”  he  murmured. 

Then  he  proceeded  to  climb  into  the  canoe  from  the  exact 
middle  of  the  stern.  This  is  a  difficult  trick,  requiring  a 
wonderful  balancing  ability,  and  a  steady,  strong  set  of 
shoulder  muscles.  *' 

Luckily  Dick  Daresome  had  all  the  requisites. 

Besides  this,  he  had  the  skill  and  in  a  jiffy  he  had  slipped 
dripping  but  satisfied,  into  the  canoe,  crawled  forward  to 
pick  up  the  spare  paddle  tucked  in  the  bottom  of  the  craft. 

“It’s  lucky  for  me  that  I  had  both  paddles,  for  I  never 
could  have  found  t’other  one  on  a  night  like  this !”  mut¬ 
tered  Daresome. 

Then  slipping  the  paddle  into  the  water,  he  propelled  the 
canoe  swiftly  forward  without  a  sound. 

Skirting  the  direction  of  the  flatboat,  as  nearly  as  he 
could  guess,  he  went  more  in  shore. 

“I  don’t  want  any  more  gun  play,”  thought  Daresome, 

who  was  fearless  yet  cautious. 

Suddenly  he  heard  close  at  hand  a  steady  splashing, 
spiced  with  a  very  fine  line  of  profanity. 

It  was  the  fisherman  swimming  in  toward  shore,  tugging 
his  disabled  craft  by  means  of  the  long  rope  with  which  he 
had  earlier  pulled  the  youth  out  of  the  canoe. 

“Here’s  a  chance  for  turn  about  and  fair  play,”  thought 
Dick.  “He  can’t  swim  with  a  revolver  in  his  teeth!’ 

So  without  hesitation  the  lad  paddled  softly  and  slowly 
toward  the  direction  of  the  sound.  He  came  closer  and 
closer  until  he  suddenly  loomed  up  near  the  swimmer. 

“Oh,  tbar  ye  are!”  cried  the  man  with  a  tone  of  hatred. 
“I’ll  git  ye  this  time!” 

Dick  was  close  enough  to  see  by  the  dark  masses  that  jthc 
fellow  was  some  feet  ahead  of  the  boat,  with  the  line  about 
his  neck,  so  that  his  swimming  would  not  be  interfered 

with. 

“No,  you’re  a  little  too  fast  this  time!”  cried  Dick,  sud¬ 
denly  spurting  forward  between  the  man  and  the  boat. 

The  canoe  struck  the  rope  with  its  sharp  prow  and  the 
man  gave  a  terrified  yelp  of  pain  and  fear,  as  the  rope 
tightened  about  fiis  throat. 

Crack ! 

After  a  sharp  wrench,  the  rope,  wet  and  loosened  in  iis 
fiber  by  the  water  snapped  as  Dick's  canoe  kept  on  its 

course. 
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“Ha,  lia,  ha!”  laughed  Daresome.  *  “Now  swim  back 
for  you  gun  and  be  demed  to  you !’’ 

He  put  all  his  speed  into  his  stroke  and  then  shot  on 
into  the  blackness  of  the  night.  The  enraged  fisherman, 
after  regaining  his  breath  and  untightening  the  noose 
about  his  neck,  reached  the  boat  and  clutched  the  revolver 
off  the  stern  seat  where  he  had  left  it. 

Bang !  Bang !  Bang ! 

He  poured  three  rapid  shots  in  the  direction  of  the 
young  chap's  canoe.  But,  with  sagacity,'  Daresome  had 
swerved  to  the  right,  and  the  bullets  were  harmless  this 
time. 


The  man  swore  on  and  tugged  on  so  that  bv  another  ten 
minutes’  hard  pulling  he  had  his  boat  on  shore  and  had 
hustled  down  a  nearby  glen  to  a  secret  hut. 

The  paddler  pursued  his  way  without  further  mishap, 
and  about  the  same  time  saw  the  twinkling  lights  of  the 
camp  fire  where  his  fellows  were  congregated. 

“They  ought  to  be  asleep,  but  they’re  not,”  muttered 
the  lad  as  he  ran  his  craft  up  to  a  wooden  float  which  had 
been  constructed  for  the  mooring  of  canoes  and  boats. 

“Hello,  there,  who’s  that?”  came  an  anxious  voice,  as 
a  crowd  of  half-dressed  Merrivale  Academy  lads  rushed 
down  the  bank  toward  the  newcomer. 

“It’s  just  plain  me — Dick  Daresome,”  answered  the  lad. 

“Well,  what  sort  of  target  practice  was  that  going  on  up 
the  lake?”  asked  one. 

“I  didn’t  know  you  had  a  gun,  Dick,”  put  in  another 
chap  with  surprised  tones. 

“What  sort  of  deers  were  you  after?”  cried  a  third, 
wrapping  a  blanket  about  his  shoulders,  for  the  wind  was 
blowing  a  little  chill  for  pajama  uniforms. 

“There  wasn’t  any  Indian  fight,  was  there?”  asked  an¬ 
other  chap. 

“No,  Sam  Thorpe,  there  wasn’t!”  exclaimed  Daresome 
to  the  last  speaker  who  was  his  roommate  back  at  the  Acad¬ 
emy,  and  was  now  sharing  one  of  the  sleep-tents  here  at  the 

camp. 

“Well,  don’t  be  such  a  tight  wad  with  your  informa¬ 
tion!”  retorted  Sam.  “Here  you  are  soaking  wet — and 
your  clothes  torn  !  That’s  a  fine  way  to  return  from  a 
party  up  at  the  Rodney  House,  where  you  went  with  Bess 
Morrison  and  her  folks !” 


Daresome  hurried  to  the  fire,  and  without  even  waitin'7 

© 

to  give  an  explanation  of  his  mishaps  and  adventures,  he 
drew  the  wet  bundle  of  papers  from  his  pocket. 

They  had  been  safely  preserved,  and  in  spite  of  their 
dampness,  Dick  spread  them  out  on  'his  knees  as  he 
squatted  down  by  the  ruddy  glow  of  the  big  logs. 

“Whnts  this?”  asked  MacKenzie,  the  instructor,  who 
was  the  teacher  in  charge  of  the  camp.  He,  too,  had  been 
aroused  bv  the  cannonading. 


Dick  said  nothing,  but  glanced  the  harder  at  his  prize- 
package  of  papers.  He  looked  over  ever}'  single  one  of 
them,  and  then  handed  them  to  the  teacher  first. 

“Well,  it  -was  a  great  thing  that  the  gentleman  was 
carrying  those  things  to  his  home,  after  getting  them  up 
in  the  post-office  of  Rodney  Milage  to-night !” 

“Say,  wliat’s  the  meaning  of  all  this?”  cried  Sam 
Thorpe,  fairly  bubbling  with  indignation  by  this  time. 
“Here  you  wake  the  whole  camp  up,  and  now  you  won’t 
explain  a  thing!’’ 

“Well,  I’ll  tell  it  to  you,”  said  Dick,  “at  least,  as  much 
as  .1  know.  But  there’s  a  darkie  in  the  woodpile  some¬ 
where,  for  there  is  more  of  a  mystery  here  than  I  can 
guess !” 

“Tell  it  then!”  ' 

“Yes,  get  it  off  your  chest,  Dick,”  said  another. 

4  * 

Daresome  then  related  to  his  fellows  of  the  sudden  at¬ 
tack  as  he  was  circling  around  the  curve  in  the  lake  shore. 
He  told  how  the  suddenly  descending  rope  caught  him 
helpless  and  how  the  assailant  had  dragged  him  through 
the  water,  swearing  vengeance. 

“Say,  this  reads  like  a  book,”  said  Sam  Thorpe. 

“Well,  it'  felt  very  far  from  it,”  said-  Dick.  “It  was 
the  most  realistic  ducking  I  ever  received  !” 

Then  he  told,  with  great  modesty,  of  his  own  share  in 
the  game  where  he  managed  to  suddenly  swim  up  and 
clamber  aboard  the  boat  before  his  wouldbe  captor  could 
retaliate. 

“You  fixed  him  that  time!”  cried  a  little  lame  friend  of 
Dick’s. 

\ 

“Yes,  Chester  Brown,  and  we  will  do  more  when  we 
ferret  out  the  meaning  of  these  papers  that  I  captured !” 

Dick  told  of  the  grabbing  of  the  papers  for  identifica¬ 
tion,  and  then  MacKenzie  took  a  hand  in  the  game. 

“These  papers  are  certanly  letters  from  a  gang  of 
crooks,  and  I  can’t  make  them  out.  I  believe,  though,  that 
the  chief  thing  is  that  the  writers  are  coming  up  here  to 
these  woods  with  a  prisoner  of  some  sort !” 

“It  must  b4  a  kidnapping  stunt  of  some  kind,  Mr.  Mac¬ 
Kenzie,”  said  Daresome.  “But  they  are  half  irl  cipher  of 
some  sort,  and  they  cover  up  the  interesting  parts  that 
way !” 


“Well,  we  know  that  whoever  wrote  them  will  be  here 
i?i  the  district  of  Rodnev  on  to-morrow’s  morning  train. 
They  neglected  to  put  the  time  of  arrival  in  cipher.” 
Hick  nodded,  and  took  the  papers  to  glance  over  them. 


it  i  only  knew  who  was  the  recipient — hut  not  a  name 
is  mentioned — even  the  envelope  was  destroyed.  But  we 
Mil  he  on  hand  at  that  depot  and  at  the  telegraph  office, 
too,  just  to  have  a  look !” 

The  teacher  nodded. 

“Yes,  you  are  right.  We  must  take  a  hand  in  this  af- 
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lair,  for  see  here — the  words  ‘no  mercy  in  case  of  refusal' 
and  'cover  up  tracks  if  we  trun  last  card’ — bode  ill  for 
some  one.  then  see  this  map  of  the  lake,  with  certain 
notes  in  some  mysterious  code.  There  is  more  to  this 
than  I  supposed.” 

The  lads  talked  and  argued  for  half  an  hour,  but  finally 
came  to  no  conclusion. 

“Well,  you  boys  had  better  wiggle  into  your  bunks,  for 
we  must  get  up  early  and  keep  a  lookout  at  that  telegraph 
otfiee  to  see  that  no  warning  message  is  sent.  Then  we 
must  watch  the  depot,  and  yet  do  it  in  such  a  way  that 
tbe  confederates  of  whoever  is  coming  on  the  train  can¬ 
not  suspect  us.” 

Dick  had  been  silent,  but  now  he  broke  forth  with  a 
chuckle. 

“What  is  it?”  asked  MacKenzie.  “Have  you  a  new 
joke?” 

“No,-  said  our  hero,  “I  just  have  a  plan  for  to-morrow 
that  I  think  will  work  if  you'll  let  me  run  the  bunch  up 
there  at  the  depot.  Will  you?” 

“Certainly,”  nodded  MacKenzie,  with  a  smile.  “You 
stirred  up  this  scoop,  as  they’d  call  it  on  a  newspaper,  so 
you  are  entitled  to  follow  it  up.” 

Dick  started  for  his  own  tent  with  Sam. 

“Well,  good-night  then.  I’ll  tell  about  it  in  the  morn¬ 
ing  after  dreaming  over  it.  Maybe  my  dreams  will  help 
the  system !”  t  h 

But  they  didn’t,  for  Dick  awoke  refreshed  and  bright 
after  a  dreamless  night.  He  woke  his  roommate  and 
hustled  down  to  the  water  for  the  early  eye-opener  plunge. 

“Well,  I  didn’t  get  any  new  dope  during  the  night, 
Sam,”  said  Dick,  “but  I  guess  I  can  do  a  little  detective 
work  that  will  stand  the  strain  !” 

“What’s  vour  scheme?” 

“I’ll  tell  you  after  breakfast,”  said  the  youth,  and  then 

\ 

lie  started  out  for  a  half-mile  swimming  race  with  himself. 

After  he  had  gone  far  out  into  the  middle  of  the  lake 
he  turned  lazily  over  on  his  back  in  the  cool  soothing  water. 

“Great  guns !  What’s  that?”  wondered  Dick,  as  he  sud¬ 
denly  looked  back  toward  shore. 

There  he  saw  a  sight  which  filled  him  with  natural  sur¬ 
prise.  It  was  no  more  or  less  than  a  man  clambering  up 
a  tall  pine  tree  on  the  adjacent  property  of  the  camp. 

From  this  position,  sheltered  by  pines  and  birch  trees, 
he  was  craftily  peering  down  at  the  lads  who  scrambled 
about  the  tents  and  camp. 

“He's  looking  for  some  one,”  thought  Dick,  holding 
hirnself  low  in  the  water.  “Evidently  he  didn’t  spy  me 
-wimming  out  here,  for  he  isn’t  taking  any  precaution 
from  this  side.” 

Then  Dick  swam  in  toward  shore  to  investigate. 


CHAPTER  III 

*  THE  ABDUCTORS  ARRIVE. 

Carefully  Dick  Daresome  swam  toward  the  shore,  keep¬ 
ing  well  down  in  the  water  so  that  he  would  not  be  ob¬ 
served  by  the  rough-looking  fellow  in  the  tree. 

“The  boys  are  going  to  breakfast  now,”  thought  Dick, 
seeing  them  starting  toward  the  other  side  of  the  camp. 

As  they  did  so,  the  man  clambered  slyly  down  the  tree 
trunk  and  then  started  through  the  brush  toward  the  tents. 

It  was  evident  that  he  intended  rifling  the  tents  for  some 
purpose.  Dick  swam  with  swift  strokes  toward  the  shore 
and  came  softly  up  behind  the  fellow  who  was  now  armed 
with  a  big  business-like  looking  revolver. 

“This  looks  like  something  didding  in  earnest!”  mut¬ 
tered  Daresome,  and  he  stooped  over  to  pick  a  couple  of 
handy  boulders  from  the  bank. 

Dick  was  an  able  pitcher,  and  these  were  the  best  kind 
of  weapons  in  such  affairs. 

The  man  slipped  into  one  of  the  tents,  with  Daresome 
peering  at  him  from  behind  a  neighboring  tree. 

Dick  saw  him  rummage  through  some  coats  and  through 
a  pile  of  papers  lying  there  on  a  campstool.  It  wras  the  tent 
of  MacKenzie,  the  instructor. 

“By  George,”  thought  Dick,  “he’s  not  a  robber — it’s  a 
fellow  after  that  bunch  of  papers — those  letters.  I  wdsh 
I  knew  his  face.” 

But  it  was  evident  that  the  man  was  bent  on  hustling 
things,  for  he  quickly  leaped  to  the  next  tent.  All  this 
time  the  lads  were  laughing  and  chatting  on  the  other  side 
of  the  grounds  under  the  big  eating-tent  which  was  spread 
open  to  the  morning  sun. 

There  were  about  fifty  of  them  in  all,  excluding  Dick, 
and  they  made  such  a  happy  jolly  clatter  that  they  did  not 
pay  heed  to  the  man  or  an  overturned  table  which  was  the 
result  of  his  hurry. 

“If  I  don’t  do  something  he  will  find  those  papers  or 
hold  up  the  fellows!”  thought  Dick.  “Yet,  if  I  attract  his 
attention,  he  will  have  me  covered  with  that  gun.  All 
our  weapons  are  locked  up  in  the  chest  to  keep  them  from 
being  damaged  by  the  dew!” 

Dick  was  in  a  quandary. 

Here  was  a  predicament  which  baffled  him  at  first.  He 
realized  that  the  serious  actions  of  the  fellow,  and  the  fact 
that  he  did  not  stop  to  take  anything — continuing  so  vigor¬ 
ously  and  skillfully  in  his  search,  all  betokened  a.  desperate 
purpose. 

“It’s  the  search  for  those  papers!”  said  Dick.  “But 
there,  he’s  coral  ling  the  crowd  !” 

Surely  enough,  the  man  had  sprung  forth  from  the  shel- 
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fer  of  tlie  tents  and  now  pulled  forth  another  villainous 
looking  revolver. 

It  was  a  surprise  for  the  breakfasting  lads ! 

“What’s  this?”  cried  MacKenzie  leaping  up,  and  in¬ 
stinctively  grabbing  up  an  empty  syrup  pitcher  as  a  sort 
of  weapon. 

He  would  have  thrown  it  at  the  head  of  the  interloper  if 
that  individual  had  not  aimed  a  brutal  looking  barrel 
straight  at  his  heart. 

“Hands  up,  there !” 

The  voice  was  not  that  of  his  assailant  of  the  evening  be¬ 
fore — of  this  Dick  was  assured. 

The  fact  made  him  certain  that  there^was  a  skilful  gang 
operating  on  this  peculiar  and  mystifying  case. 

The  crowd  of  students  and  the  waiters  lost  no  time  rais- 
ing  their  hands  in  obedience. 

Are  all  of  ye  here?”  cried  the  man  in  a  cool  determined 
voice. 

•  * 

Dick  saw  a  flicker  of  hope  in  the  eye  of  MacKenzie,  who 
suddenly  saw  the  figure  of  Dick  waving  a  signal  from  be¬ 
hind' the  distant  tree. 

The  man  with  the  revolvers  had  his  back  turned  in 
Dick’s  direction,  and  consequently  he  did  not  see  that 
signal.  | 

I  v  ant  ye  to  turn  yer  pockets  inside  out,  every  one  of 
ye,”  said  the  man.  “I  want  some  papers  that  was  stolen 
last  night  from  a  certain  party.” 

Theie  were  significant  looks  exchanged  between  the  Mer- 
rivale  la^s  which  did  not  escape  the  man, 

“Yes,  I  know  ye’ve  got  ’em  all  right!”  cried  this  worthy, 
with  a  grim  smile.  “Out  with  ’em  !  And  the  fust  man  or 
boy  that  moves  a  muscle  against  me  will  git  shot !  I’m  a 
desperate  man  and  I  don’t  stand  fer  no  monkey  business !” 

Every  lad  there  believed  him,  for  the  fellow  was  about 
as  desperate  and  tough  a  character  as  one  ever  sees  outside 
the  covers  of  a  book. 

“We  haven’t  any  papers!”  said  MacKenzie  without  a 
tremor,  for  he  was  not  easily  frightened. 

“Xone  of  that,”  said  the  man,  “start  this  game  yourself, 
and  empty  them  hip-pockets.  That’s  a  likely  place  for 
you  to  be  a-keepin’  ’em.” 

He  had  accidentally  hit  upon  the  very  keeping-place  of 
the  letter.  But  Dick  Daresome  saw  that  it  was  time  to  in¬ 
terfere  before  any  further  developments  were  made. 

He  stepped  forth  from  the  tree  and  gripped  the  boulder 
between  his  fingers  exactly  as  he  would  have  done  in  a 
game  of  baseball. 

Whizz ! 

The  man  was  covering  the  crowd  with  the  two  weapons 
when  the  flying  stone  caught  him  fairly  and  squarely  at 
the  back  of  the  neck. 

flood  aim!  grunted  Dick,  “if  I  do  say  it  myself!” 


The  youth  knew  that- if  he  hit  the  fellow  exactly  in  the 
back  of  the  head  it  was  apt  to  mean  a  fractured  skull  and 
a  death  on  his  hands.  Instead  he  directed  the  shot  where 
the  round  stone  would  stun  the  man. 

It  did.  •  "r  * 

The  fellow  gasped  and  tottered  forward  limply,  drop¬ 
ping  the  two  weapons. 

At  this  instant  MacKenzie  and  Sam  Thorpe  leaped  upon 
him,  and  two  others  grabbed  up  the  fallen  revolvers  for 
future  use. 

“Quick,  tie  him  up  before  he  comes  to,  for  he  could 
wrestle  the  whole  camp  and  lick  us !”  directed  the  young 
teacher. 

t 

A  rope  was  hurriedly  swung  to  him,  and  the  man’s 
hands  were  bound  behind  his  back.  His  feet  were  firmly 
tied  as  well.  Then  and  then  only  did  they  start  throwing 
cold  water  on  his  face  and  wrists. 

“Ugh!”  grunted  the  fellow  thickly  as  he  came  back  to 
his  senses  and  he  looked  about  him  in  a  dazed  manner. 

Dick  Daresome  had  slipped  into  his  own  tent  for  some 
clothes,  for  the  youth  had  keen  garbed  in  his  morning 
bathing-suit,  which  was  the  same  as  that  of  the  late  Mr. 
Adam  of  Eden  Park  before  the  style  of  leaves  became  fash¬ 
ionable  ! 

He  emerged  as  the  fellow  lay  there  groaning  with  pain 
from  a  throbbing  head. 

Dick,  dressed  hurriedly,  mingled  with  the  crowd  and 
slipped  around  back  of  the  man  so  that  he  could  appear 
as  one  of  the  other  chaps. 

“What  hit  me?”  grunted  the  prisoner.  “Ye  sartinly  got 
me,  but  I’d  like  todmow  who  done  it?  And  jest  how?” 

The  boys  could  not  help  but  laugh  at  his  predicament. 

“\ou  were  a  little  too  sure  of  your  meat,”  said  Dick 
Daresome,  stepping -forth.  “What  are  you  talking  about 
papers  for,  anyway?  Xone  of  us  have  seen  any.  This  is 
no  public  library !” 

The  captive  glared  at  him. 

“By  Gimminy,  you’re  a  fresh  one,  and  I’d  not  be  sur¬ 
prised  ef  you  weren’t  the  one  as  hit  me.  Ef  ye  were.  I’ll 

**  V  / 

skin  ye  alive,  ef  it  takes  untel  my  dyin’  day  ter  do  it !” 

Dick  laughed. 

Cheer  up,  old  scout,  you’ve  got  a  long  time  before  you 
to  try  then,”  said  he,  “for  I  m  going  to  hand  you  over  to 
the  deputy  sheriff  of  this  part  of  the  county!”  j 

The  man’s  face  paled. 

It  was  easy  to  see  that  he  had  no  insatiate  desire  to  make 
a  closer  acquaintance  with  the  deputy  just  at  this  time,  i 

“\Wiat  have  I  done?"  he  cried.  “I  came  hero  ter  set 
some  property  that  was  stolen  from  a  friend  o’  mine,  and  l 
veou  attack  me!  I’ll  complain  myself!”  I 

Dick  laughed,  and  his  merriment  was  echoed  bv  the  I 
others,  who  crowded  about  the  prisoner. 
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ou  can  tell  that  to  the  judge  when  yon  are  being  tried 
tor  attempted  robbery  and  threatened  murder  in  a  peace¬ 
able  camp!”  said  MacKenzie. 

can't  prove  nothing  on  me!”  hissed  the  fellow, 
squirming  vainly. 

MacKenzie  polled  forth  the  papers  that  were  the  cause 
of  the  trouble. 

“I'm  not  so  sure  of  that,”  said  he,  with  a  keen  glance  at 
the  red-faced  man.  “I  think  we  can  work  out  the  cipher 
in  these  phpers  and  I  guess  we’ve  found  out  the  exact  na¬ 
ture  of  the  business.  You've  helped  us  along.” 

The  man’s  face  went  ghastly  gray.  He  looked  like  a 
trapped  rat. 

“Why  not  search  him,”  said  Dick. 

“We  will,”  sai*d  MacKenzie,  and  he  started  fumbling  in 
the  fellow’s  pocket.  As  he  did  so,  the  man  managed  to 
nip  his  wrist  viciously  between  his  strong  teeth. 

“Ouch !”  grunted  the  teacher,  drawing  away  his  hand 
in  a  hurry,  and  then  he  let  loose  an  open-handed*  slap  that 
resounded*  most  noisilv. 

_ 

This  taught  the  prisoner  a  lesson,  and  MacKenzie  fin¬ 
ished  his  search  without  more  resistance. 

Nothing  was  found  of  importance,  except  a  small  photo¬ 
graph  of  a  little  boy.  He  was  blond,  with  curly  hair,  and 
apparently  blue  eyes,  to  judge  from*  the  shading  of  the  pic- 
ture. 

The  photographer  had  a  New.  York  address. 

“What’s  this?”  cried  MacKenzie,  eagerly.  The  man 
was  sullen  in  his  silence. 

Dick  took  the  picture  and  studied  it  carefully.  Then  he 
turned  a  keen  glance  at  the  sc®undrel  before  him. 

“I  guess  I  know  what  this  is,”  said  Dick.  He  deter¬ 
mined  to  try  the  “Third  Degree”  trick  used  by  the  police. 
He  was  going  to  fool  {he  man  if  possible  by  pretending  that 
he  knew  more  than  he  did. 

“What  is  it,  Dick?”  asked  Sam,  unsuspectingly. 

• 

“Ha,  ha,”  laughed  our  hero,  “that’s  easy.  Yon  know, 
since  we  doped  out  what  those  letters  mean,  we  have  it  all 
cinched  easy.  This  is  the  picture  of  the  kid  they  are  go- 
ing  to  steal  and  bring  up  from  New  York!” 

The  man  fairly  gasped  with  astonishment,  for  he  had 
supposed  that  his  own  plan  could  not  be  guessed*  He  did 
not  give  enough  credit  to  the  shrewd  boarding-school  lads. 

Dick  followed  up  his  advantage  at  once  and  turned  to¬ 
ward  the  fellow  again. 

“Do  you  know  that  you  can  be  sent  to  the  penitentiary 
for  life?”  asked  Dick  suddenly.  “And  we  will  do  it,  too. 
You  have  betrayed  yourself  just  as  we  wanted  you  to  do. 
The  rest  of  the  gang  will  be  arrested  as  they  get  off  the 
train  this  morning.” 

Dick  remembered  the  half-understood  clause  in  the  let¬ 
ter.  and  it  filled  the  bill  exactly. 


“It’s  false,”  said  the  man.  “There  ain’t  no  one  wise!” 
But  Daresome  chuckled. 

“Boys,  get  the  canoes  ready;  as  soon  as  1  get  a  little 
delayed  breakfast  I’m  going  to  skedaddle  up  to  Rodney. 
The  time  is  flying  and  we  want  to  get  there  before  the  tele¬ 
graph  office  opens.” 

He  hurriedly  ate  and  then  led  the  way  to  the  water. 


■  CHAPTER  IV. 

i 

,  I 

« 

THE  STRUGGLE  AT  THE  DEPOT. 

Dick  led  his  friends  in  a  rapid  paddle  up  the  lake.  They 
soon  landed  at  the  front  of  the  Rodney  House.  Here  it 
was  that  Dick’s  pretty  little  sweetheart,  Bess  Morrison,  was 
stopping  with  her  parents. 

Indeed,  it  was  from  this  place  that  Dick  had  started,  on 
his  adventurous  and  resultful  canoe  trip  the  night  before. 

“I  reckon  we  are  too  early  to  see  any  of  the  folks  at  the 
hotel,”  said  Dick,  “for  it’s  only  about  six  o’clock  good 
morning,  just  now !” 

“You  are  right,”  said  Sam.  “But  we’ve  got  to  get  a 
bunch  of  haste  to  beat  those  crooks  to  their  game.” 

“What  will  you  do,  Dick?*”  asked  Skinniman  Perkins, 
the  heavyweight  of  the  Academy  campers. 

He  weighed  two  hundred  and  ten  pounds,  and  every  sin¬ 
gle  ounce  of  it  was  made  up  of  good  fellowship  and  braverv . 
He  was  a  worthy  pal  for  our  young  hero. 

“First  to  the  deputy  sheriff’s  house.  We’ll  wake  him 
up  and.  get  him  to  send  some  one  down  the  lake  in  a  boat 
for  that  prisoner.” 

“No,  you’d  better  not,”  said  Skinniman.  “That  man's 
pals  will  most  likely  be  watching  for  him.  Instead,  you  d 
better  get  the  officers  to  go  down  in  plain  clothes  and  guard 
him  there  until  we  bag  the  bunch  at  the  depot.” 

“That’s  a  great  idea,”  said  Daresome.  “I’ll  tell  it  to 

the  deputy.” 

Dick  hurried  to  the  official’s  house  which  was  located 
in  the  peaceful,  sleepy  village  of  Rodney,  about  a  quarter 
of  a  mile  back  of  the  hotel.  ^ 

He  knocked  at  the  front  door. 

No  reply! 

“Say,  we’d  better  hurry,  Dick,”  said  Sam,  “for  it’s  get¬ 
ting  late.” 

Dick  hurried  around  to  the  kitchen  door  of  the  small 
cottage.  Again  he  knocked  lustily  and  continuously,  with¬ 
out  avail. 

“tie  must  be  chloroformed,”  said  our  hero. 

Dick  went  back  to  the  front  of  the  yard  again  and  drew 
several  of  his  friends  around  him. 
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‘‘Let's  give  him  a  little  close  harmony/'  suggested  our 
hero  as  a  last  resort. 

“Sure,”  said  Sam. 

“Me  for  the  barber-shop  harmonies,”  said  Skinniman, 
and  the  lads  all  got  their  heads  close  together’. 

Dick  started  the  calling,  beating  time  with  his  hand, 
and  the  others  followed.  . 

“Ooooo  Deputy!  Ooooo  Deputy!  Oooooh,  Deputy!” 

They  howled  it  with  all  their  might,  and  at  last,  after 
many  repeats,  they  were  rewarded  by  a  head's  appearance 
in  the  second  story  window. 

The  head  wore  a  night-cap  and  was  that  of  a  woman. 

y  % 

Beneath  the  night-cap  appeared  a  laureate  crown  of  curl¬ 
ing  papers,  and  the  face  which  accompanied  cap  and  curl¬ 
ing  papers  was  not  at  all  good-natured. 

“What  d’ye  mean,  ye  young  vagabonds,  by  yellin'  like 
that?  x\re  ye  a-tryin'  ter  sing?  Ef  ye  are,  ye’d  better 
clear  away  from  yere  or  I’ll  wake  up  my  man  an’  have 
him  run  ye  in !” 

“Oh,  you  heart-breaker!”  yelled  Sam  in  derision.  It 
was  indeed  a  cdmical  sight,  and  the  lad  could  not  help 
laughing  until  the  tears  ran  down  his  merry  face. 

Dick  shook  his  arm  angrily. 

“Cut  out  the  low  comedy,  Sam,”  said  our  hero  with  his 
customary  politeness.  “We  want  the  deputy,  madam,  and 
wish  you  would  wake  him  up.” 

The  woman  looked  angrily  at  them. 

“Wall,  ye’ve  got  a  mighty  funny  way  about  it.  I’d  jest 
like  ter  see  ye  all  put  in  the  lockup  for  wakin’  honest  folks 
outen  their  sleep.” 

“Say,  can’t  you  wake  up  the  honest  deputy,  please,  so 
that  we  can  have  him  attend  to  some  official  business?” 
cried  Skinniman,  impatiently. 

t 

“For  two  cents  I’d  wake  him  and  have  him  put  ye  all 
in  handcuffs  !”  shouted  the  angry  woman,  making  no  move 
to  leave  the  window. 

“Here's  the  two  cents,  then,”  said  Dick  Daresome,  pull¬ 
ing  out  two  Indian  heads  and  holding  the  coins  dp  toward 
her.  “Please  for  goodness  sake,  and  hurry!” 

•lust  then  another  head  stuck  itself  through  the  win¬ 
dow.  This  time  it  was  the  deputy  himself. 

He  glared  at  the  cause  of  the  disturbance  angrily,  too. 
It.  was  evident  that  the  deputy,  though  a  worthy  official, 
was  a  heavy  sleeper,  and  he  did  not  relish  waking  before 
his  sleep  was  out. 

“Say,  what're  you  boys  doin'  thar?”  cried  the  official, 
peeking  over  his  wife’s  shoulders. 

“Hello,  deputy,"  cried  Dick,  very  seriously.  “We 
aren’t  joking  at  all.  Won't  you  please  come  downstairs  at 
once?  It’s  a  matter  of  life  and  death.” 

“Are  ye  kiddin’  me,  lad?”  cried  the  official,  half  believ¬ 


ing  them.  “  If  ye  are,  it'll  go  ill  with  ye.  I've  got  a  goo-i 

pair  of  heavy  boots  ! 

Dick  lost  patience  himself  this  time. 

“Say,  for  goodness  sake,  come  on  down  here  or  you  11 
be  using  the  boots  to  kick  yourself  "1th  if  >ou  mis  this 
chance.  It’s  a  plot,  with  murder  probably  in  it!” 

This  was  enough  for  the  deputy,  who  whirled  about  and 
dashed  for  his  clothes.  His  better  half  still  kept  her  posi¬ 
tion  in  the  window,  still  giving  her  opinion  of  the  students 
i. .. j.  a.  rmf  +n  +bp  roadway  to  wait  for  the 


official. 

“We  don’t  want  to  tell  him  anything  within  earshot  of 
that  dame.  If  we  did,  the  story  would  be  all  o\ei  Rodney 
inside  of  ten  minutes.” 

“You  are  correct.,”  said  Dick,  “that  woman  is  like  a 
phonograph.  Let’s  see,  where  did  I  put  those  precious 
papers?” 

He  reached  around  and  finally  located  in  his  hip-pocket 
the  papers  which  MacKenzie  had  given  him  to  deliver  to 
the  sheriff.  The  teacher  was  industriously  watching  guard 
over  the  prisoner  back  in  camp  with  the  man  s  own  re¬ 
volver. 

Dick  spread  the  papers  out. 

“That  plunge  bath  I  took  with  them  has  made  the  ink 
run  some,”  said  Dick.  “But  I  reckon  there  will  be  no 
difficulty  in  using  them  as  evidence  against  the  gang.  ’ 

“What  is  it?”  cried  the  excited  deputy, . running  out 


from  his  kitchen  door. 

He  carried  with  him  a  big  heavy  rifle,  and  it  was  evident 
that  though  hard  to  waken,  this  particular  public  official 
was  in  deadly  earnest. 

“Deputy,  I’ll  tell  you  in  a  very  few  words,”  said  Dick 
Daresome.  _“This  is  a  plot  for  the  abduction  of  some  qjie 
that  we  have  laid  open.  Here  are  some  papers  I  captured 
by  chance  last  night.” 

Then  he  related  the  whole  affair,  with  keep  description 
of  the  important  parts  of  the  plot. 

“By  Gimminy  crickets,”  said  the  deputy,  “as  shore  as 
yer  born  ye’ve  hit  the  nail  on  the  head.  What  do  you  sug¬ 


gest?” 


Dick  was  pleased  at  this  trust  in  his  own  judgment,  for 
most  small,  town  officials  are  so  pompous  and  satisfied  with 
their  own  brightness  that  they  never  take  advice  or  help. 

“Well,  deputy.  I’m  only  a  young  fellow,  but  I’ve  thought 
out  a  plan  which  I'll  submit  to  you,  if  you  won't  think  it 


impertinent.” 

“Out  with  it,”  said  the  official.  “It's  a-gittin'  late,  and 
ye've  shown  me  before  thet  ye  could  do  a  trick  or  two  wuth 
while!” 


So  Dick  unburdened  his  plan. 

It  was  simple,  like  all  really  good  plans. 

“^ou  just  send  two  or  three  men  down  to  guard  that 
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ra^al  in  our  camp,  and  send  them  around  by  the  roadway, 
so  the  fellow's  pals  won't  see  them.” 

“Good,”  said  the  deputy.  “Go  on  with  yer  rat-killing. 
What  else?” 

“  Then  the  principal  thing  is  to* keep  a  close  lookout  on 
the  telegraph  office  at  the  depot.  Sure  as  death,  the  rest 
of  the  crowd  will  try  to  send  some  sort  of  warning  to  the 
people  coming  on  the  morning  train.” 

“ Yes,  and  then?”  v 

‘‘Well,”  continued  Daresome,  thinking  hard  and  rapidly. 
“I  believe  that  you  could  just  send  in  a  note  to  the  opera¬ 
tor.  when  he  opens  up  the  office  there,  not  to  send  any  mes¬ 
sage  which  covers  this  subject.” 

“That's  agin  the  rules  of  the  company,”  said  the  deputy, 
shaking  his  head. 

“Yes,  I  know  it,”  said?  Dick.  Then  an  idea  struck  him. 
“  Say,  deputy,  you  can  bluff  that  operator.  If  you-  threaten 
to  arrest  him  as  a  confederate  if  such  a  message  is  sent,  it 
will  probably  help  a  good  deal.  He  can’t  afford  to  get  into 
the  lockup,  even  though  the  company  would*  stand  by  him 
in  trial.” 

The  deputy  agreed  again. 

“Yes,  lad,  Dll  do  as  3Te  suggest.  I'll  go  in  and  pertend 
ter  send  a  message  myself.  Then  I'll  put  it  up  to  him  not 

ter  take  a  criminal  message  on  his  own  responsibility.” 

% 

“ After  that  you  must  have  a  bunch*  of  men  waiting 
around  the  station  when  the  train  gets  in*,  for  if  they  are 
not  warned,  they  will  surely  be.  ready  to  lead  their  pris¬ 
oner  out.” 

“But  why  should  they  pick  out  a  quiet  place  like  this?” 
asked  the  deputy,  scratching  his  head. 

“Because  it’s  just  the  sort  of  place  where  they  could 
cover  their  trails  easily  when  once  they  reached  the  lake. 
They  could  travel  miles  and  miles  and  get  up  into  the 
mountain  fastnesses:” 

“And  that  sort  of  thing  is  being  done  nowadays  with 
the  children  of  millionaires.  It’s  about  time  some  of  the 
crooks  were  landed,”  said  Dick’s  roommate. 

The  deputy  started  rapidly  toward  the  depot. 

“HI  see  that  operator  and  put  him  wise.  Then  you 
boys  get  around  here  when  the  train  comes  in  and  see  the 
fun,”  said  the  deputy. 

“See  it,”  laughed  Dick.  “We’ll  be  part  of  it,  or  I  lose 
my  guess!” 

“You  bet  we  will !”  cried  his  friends. 

“Now,  let’s  separate  so  as  to  avoid  suspicion,”  said  Dick. 
“There  are  probably  several  of  those  crooks  lurking  around 
here,  for  this  sort  of  enterprise  is  generally  planned  by  a 
gang  of  scoundrels.” 

Dick  and  Sam  betook  themselves  to  the  hotel  where  they 
were  rewarded  with  morning  chats  with  their  sweethearts, 
Vs  and  her  friend,  Grace  Gray. 


The  girls  saw  at  once  that  something  was  in  the  wind, 
but  their  entreaties  would  bring  no  information  on  the 
subject. 

“We’ll  tell  you  later,”  said  Dick.  “Come  on  for  a  little 
canoe  ride  now.” 

So  they  passed  away  some  time  paddling  about  before  the 
hotel.  At  last  Dick  was  aware  that  it  was  high  time  for 
him  to  stroll  down  toward  the  depot  to  meet  the  incoming 
train. 

“I  hope  the  sheriff's  deputy  does  a  good  job,”  said  Dick. 

“Well,  not  too  good,  all  by  himself,”  said  Sam,  who 

dearly  loved  a  good  combat,  “I  want  to  be  in  at  the  finish 

*  ( 

myself.  Don’t  you,  too,  Dick?” 

Our  hero  said  no,  but  his  heightened  color  and  sparkling 
eyes  proved  that  he,  too,  was  far  from  being  frightened  or 
abashed  at  the  prospects. 

The  train  was  heard  whistling,  and  the  boys  hurried  to 
the  tracks.  There  they  saw  several  heavily  built  men, 
dressed  in  the  costume  of  the  lumber  camps. 

“Look,  Dick,”  said  Sam,  slyly. 

“I  see  them,”  said  our  hero.  He  was  watching  them 
closely.  The  men  in  turn  were  scrutinizing  every  one  about 
the  depot. 

It  did  not  take  a  fortune-teller  to  decide  that  these  men 
were  not  there  for  any  such  purpose  as  founding  a  Sunday- 
school  or  benefiting  humanity  in  any  way. 

Instead,  they  were  all  armed  with  heavy  cudgels,  and 
they  stood  about  the  depot  gazing  insolently  at  all  the  peo¬ 
ple  who  stood  there. 

Dick  never  quivered  an  eyelid  as*  he  stared  back  inno¬ 
cently  to  their  questioning  gaze. 

“Sam,”  said  our  hero,  “I’ll  bet  our  friends  don’t  dome 
on  this  train  at  all.” 

“Same,”  said  Sam.  “But,  say,  look  at  that  old  cab  on 
the  other  side  of  the  track,”  and  he  pointed  to  a  clumsy 
vehicle  that  must  have  been  resurrected  from  the  back  of 
some  old  livery  stable  yard. 

Dick  gave  Sam  a  significant  glance. 

Then  to  theif*  surprise  they  saw  the  men  sidle  over  across 
the  track,  toward  the  other  side,  from  the  platform. 

“More  funny  business,”  said  Dick.  “Let’s  follow  on,” 
said  Sam. 

The  two  lads  stepped  over  the  track  just  as  the  big  en¬ 
gine,  thundering  along  with  a  heavy  train  of  cars,  came 
puffing  to  the  depot. 

.  Another  instant’s  delay  and  they  would  have  been  sepa¬ 
rated  from  the  suspicious  looking  men. 

'The  train  came  to  a  stop,  and  from  the  opposite  side  of 
the  train,  Dick  and  Sam  saw  the  passengers  dismounting 
to  the  platform. 

“Maybe  we’ll  miss  the  game  after  all,”  thought  Dick. 

Just  then  he  saw  a  beautifully  dressed  woman,  tall  and 
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handsome  as  any  picture,  advance  toward  the  side  toward 
them.  She  was  leading  a  little  boy  of  about  seven  years 
of  age. 

©  » 

“Quick,  isn't  that  the  kid  in  the  picture  we  found  this 
morning  on  that  fellow?’’  asked  Sam. 

“Sure,”  said  Dick.  “They  must  have  sent  it  on  ior 
identification  *purposes.”  N 

The  woman  looked  toward  the  rough  fellows  who  moved 
never  a  muscle.  They  were  well  trained  to  their  work. 

Then  she  motioned  to  the  driver  of  the  ramshackle  old 
cab,  waving  a  small  gloved  hand  with  imperious  gesture. 

The  driver  came  over  that  way,  and  despite  the  scream 
of  the  little  fellow,  the  woman  leaped  nimbly  down  from 
the  high  step,  dragging  the  little  fellow  with  her. 

She  was  just  starting  to  put  him  into  the  cab  when  Dick 
leaped  forward  toward  the  vehicle. 

“Help!”  cried  the  little  boy,  in  his  frightened,  childish 
treble. 

“Stop,  there!”  cried  Dick  Daresome. 

“Drive  on!”  cried  the  woman  to  the  driver,  trying  to 
force  the  unwilling  child  into  the  vehicle. 

Dick  had  reached  the  side  of  the'  carriage,  though,  and 
laid  a  detaining  hand  on  her  arm.  He  determined  to  try 
a  bold  stroke. 

“You  are  under  arrest  for  kidnapping  that  child!”  he 
cried  in  the  deepest  tone  he  could  command. 

The  woman  gave  a  little  scream  of  alarm,  and  just  at 
this  instant  some  terrific  force  struck  Dick  between  the 
shoulders.  He  lunged  forward,  falling  face  downward. 

“Kill  him  !”  screeched  the  woman  in  a  high  angry  voice, 
and  Dick  thought  from  the  blows  which  were  rained  on  his 
head  and  shoulders  that  her  orders  were  being  obeyed ! 


CHAPTER  Ah 

RUNAWAY  DEATH  STRUGGLE. 

I 

“Drive  on!’’  screamed  the  woman  in  tones  which  proved 
that  all  the  fine  feathers  could  not  make  a  sweet-voiced 
bird. 

“Where  on  earth  is  that  fool  deputy?”  was  the  thought 
which  flashed  through  Daresome’s  mind  as  the  youth  did 
his  best  to  protect  himself  from  the  cudgelling. 

He  wriggled  about,  and  the  man  who  had  sprung  on  him 
from  behind  in  such  a  cowardlv  fashion  was  having  no 
easy  time  of  it  to  overcome  the  Merrivale  athlete. 

rl  lie  deputy  had  been  fooled  by  the  trick  of  leaving  the 
train  on  the  wrong  side. 

This  was  as  the  tricksters  had  intended.  He  and  his 
men  were  vainly  scrutinizing  the  descending  passengers 


and  saw  no  child  among  all  the  crowd  which  resembled  t.ie 
picture  or  Dick's  conjectured  description. 

“Goll  ding  it,”  said  the  official,  “maybe  we’ve  been 
played  for  goats,  after  all !” 

On  the  other  side  ofnlie  train  Dick  Daresome  was  having 
a  time  which  proved  that  he,  indeed,  was  being  played  for 
something,  at  least 

Sam  had  rushed  to  his  rescue,  and  Sam,  struggling  with 
frenzied  strength,  was  fast  in  the  toils  of  two  ot  the  rnl- 
fians. 

It  was  going  badly  with  the  courageous  lads.  They  had 
made  the  mistake  sometimes  indulged  in  by  army  officers 
of  gallantry:  they  had  charged  too  far  ahead  ot  their  sol¬ 
diers,  and  now  the  enemy  had  cut  them  off. 

“Drive  on,  there,  you  crazy  fool !”  cried  the  woman  who 
had  finally  succeeded  in  shoving  the  little  boy  into  the 
dirty,  grimy  and  rickety  old  cab. 

The  driver  yelled  to  his  horses.  But  those  animals  were 
not  used  to  great  haste. 

It  took  about  ten  blows  with  the  heavy  whip  to  bring 
them  to  a  sense  of  the  needs  of  the  occasion.  Then  they 
sprang  forward.  Dick  Daresome  and  his  punisher  were 
struggling  very  close  to  the  rear  wheel  of  the  vehicle. 

So  close  indeed  it  was  that  the  hub  caught  Dick's  as¬ 
sailant  a  smashing  blow  on  the  back  as  it  went  forward, 
and  the  man  shot  forward  on  his  face. 

Dick  whirled  up,  stood  upright  for  an  instant,  seeing  the 
prize  escaping. 

“I  may  be  a  blamed  fool  for  all  this,”  thought  the  youth 
in  that  rapid  lightning-like  manner  which  one  does  use  in 
times  of  great  crises.  “But  Pm  going  to  be  a  game  sport 
and  see  the  finish  of  my  start !” 

With  a  quick  deep  breath  he  darted  after  the  fleeing 
vehicle,  and  as  he  did  so  he  missed  the  aim  of  one  of  the 
ruffians  who  had  tossed  the  billet  of  wood  with  almost  un¬ 
erring  skill. 

Another  fraction  of  a  second  and  Dick  Daresome  would 
have  probably  been  lifeless. 

* 

But  his  grim  and  daring  determination  saved  his  life, 
although  he  never  knew  how  close  the  Grim  Reaper  had 
come  to  him  at  this  particular  minute. 

“Get  'im  !”  cried  one  of  the  rough  fellows,  and  Dick 
knew  that  he  was  being  pursued. 

But,  despite  his  rough  treatment  on  the  ground,  no  real 
harm  had  been  done. 

The  lad  was  a  skilled  runner,  and  so  he  outran  his  pur¬ 
suers. 

More,  he  caught  up  with  the  bumpety,  rumbling  old 
cab,  and  he  caught  onto  the  rear  part  of  the  vehicle,  clam¬ 
bering  skillfull  y  on  the  back  springs. 

It  was  a  trick  that  every  small  boy  learns  at  some  time 
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or  other.  But  now  it  was  a  very  valuable  one  to  Dick,  and 
o  used  all  his  strength  to  continue  the  good  work. 

He  reached  up  to  the  top  of  the  cab,  and  in  a  jiffy  he 
nad  pulled  himself  to  the  upper  level.  Just  as  he  clam¬ 
bered  to  the  roof  of  the  vehicle  he  saw  the  hate-twisted 
face  of  the  mysterious  woman. 

Ill  kill  you  for  this!"  she  cried  through  dhe  little 
square  opening  in  the  rear  of  the  cab. 

As  she  spoke  she  jerked  a  tiny,  pearl-handled  revolver 
from  some  lacy  depth  or  other. 

Bans: ! 

O 

A  bullet  whizzed  past  Dick’s  arm,  and  the  lad  gave  a 
final  leap  to  the  top  of  the  cab.  There  he  rolled  forward 
toward  the  driver, 

“Whoa!”  shouted  Dick. 

Th^  man  whirled  about  in  surprise. 

It  was  the  first  time  our  hero  had  had  a  good  look  at 
the  artist  of  the  reins.  What  was  his  surprise  when  he 
discovered  that  the  man  was  no  other  than  the  fisherman 
who  had  given  them  so  much  trouble  before ! 

It  s  you,  is  it?  Well,  I’ll  git  rid  of  ye  now!”  he  cried 
in  his  angry  voice. 

Oh,  ho,”  said  Dick,  at  last  recognizing  the  tones  he  had 
heard  in  the  dark  the  night  before.  “So,  you  are  the  man 
who  tried  to  kill  me  last  night !” 

For  reply  the  driver  swung  around,  using  the  butt  of  his 
whip  against  Dick’s  shoulder. 

Our  hero  was  having  a  terrible  time  to  maintain  any 
sort  of  hold  on  the  wobbling  vehicle’s  roof.  But  hexsaw 
that  it  must  be  now  or  never  for  a  daring  success ! 

Despite  the  rough  blow  of  the  fellow,  Dick  pulled  him¬ 
self  forward  with  almost  superhuman  strength,  caught  the 

whip  in  one  hand,  bracing  himself  in  the  seat  rail  with  the 
other. 

“How  you  get  yours!”  grunted  Dick. 

He  wrested  the  villain’s  whip  away,  and  in  another  min¬ 
ute  he  swung  the  weapon  on  the  man’s  head... 

Biff! 

The  blow  did  the  work,  and  the  fellow  tottered  forward 
and  would  have  fallen  straight  under  the  feet  of  the  plung¬ 
ing,  speeding  steeds  had  not  Dick  mercifully  caught  him. 
Bang !  Bang ! 

Two  shots  rang  out  from  inside  the  call  There  was  a 
shivering  of  the  glass  front  of  the  cab,  below  the  seat,  as 
the  bullets  went  through. 

“Great  Scott!”  muttered  Dick.  “This  is  the  hottest  box 
I’ve  ever  been  in  !” 

If  this  was  bad,  he  was  to  find  things  worse  the  very  next 
in-tant,  however.  The  man  at  the  reins  dropped  them  in 
the  wea k<med  condition  from  Dick’s  heavy  blow. 

Toe  horses,  feeling  the  restraining  grip  removed  and 


hearing  the  alarming  sound  of  the  shots,  sprang  forward 
with  slir ill  neighs  of  fear. 

The  team  was  running  away ! 

Bang ! 

Another  shot  came  through  the  window,  and  this  one 
grazed  Dick  Daresome’s  shoulder.  4 

“Say,  you’ll  shoot  your  own  man,  next !”  cried  Dick, 
shoving  the  fisherman,  half  stupefied  from  the  blow,  be- 
tween  himself  and  the  dangerous  woman. 

Dick  saw  before  him  down  the  road  a  terrible  prospect. 
The  village  street  which  they  were  traversing  at  such  mad 
speed,  ended  abruptly  at  right  angles  with  another  thor¬ 
oughfare. 

“We’re  doomed  to  run  into  that  store  there,”  thought 
Daresome.  “I’ll  probably  kill  myself  and  the  little  boy, 
and  all  concerned!” 

On,  on,  sped  the  infuriated  steeds. 

Dick  realized  that  another  instant’s  delav  would  result 

«/ 

in  a  terrible  death  for  all,  now  took  a  fearful  chance.  He 
leaped  down  to  the Jongue  of  the  carriage  and  ran  out  be¬ 
tween  the  horses,  straddling  one  of  them  quickly  and  reach¬ 
ing  out  his  right  hand  for  the  dragging  reins. 

A  single  mishap  would  have  meant  death — a  terrible 
grinding  death  beneath  the  hoofs  and  wheels. 

Bang ! 

Another  bullet  from  the  terrible  woman  in  the  carriage 
whizzed  past  our  hero,  barely  missing  his  head. 

“Only  the  ^winging  of  this  bum  old  cab  saved  me  that 
time!”  thought  Dick. 

It  was  an  awful  predicament.  J ust  at  this  same  instant 
the  fisherman  came  do  again,  and  he  gazed  down  at  the 
youth  struggling  with  the  runaways. 

He  saw  what  he  thought  was  an  opportunity  for  a  ter¬ 
rible  revenge. 

“How  is  my  chance!”  he  yelled  hoarsely,  and  he  stood 
up  preparing  to  kick  the  gallant  youth  from  the  rear. 

Such  a  blow  would  have  thrown  the  lad  under  the  horses 
and  would  have  meant  death.  It  was  the  thought  of  a 
coward  and  a  poltroon.  But  in  this  case  it  was  destined 
never  to  take  place  at  all. 

Bang ! 

Just  as  the  fishermai)  leaned  forward  the  bullet  aimed 
at  Dick’s  back  caught  him  in  the  knee  and  the  fellow 
toppled  under  the  horses  in  the  very  position  which  he  had 
intended  for  Dick- 

He  fell  with  a  terrible  scream  of  agony  and  fear,  but  the 
steeds  were  well  forward  and  he  was  not  touched  by  the 
hoofs.  The  wheel  passed  over  his  foot  cruelly,  and  the  un¬ 
fortunate  villain  lay  on  the  road  screaming  and  cursing  in 
horrible  agony. 

Dick  caught  up  the  reins  despite  this  nerve-racking  in¬ 
terruption  in  his  rear. 
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“I  don’t  daro  look  around,”  thought  the  youth.  “I  must 
stop  these  horses!” 

He  tugged  to  the  right,  and  by  monumental  strength,  he 
managed  to  swing  the  crazy  pair  down  the  side  street  with 
a  grinding  swish  across  the  surface  of  the  street. 

1  lie  “slew”  ot  the  vehicle  worked  one  wheel  off,  and 
with  a  crash  the  old  cab  caved  in  completely. 

Dick’s  control  of  the  horses  at  this  instant  was  the  sav¬ 
ing  act. 

for  he  had  them  in  hand,  and  swinging  his  whip  over 
their  heads,  brought  them  under  his  will  as  only  a  natural 
horseman  can  do. 

He  leaped  to  the  ground  as  the  old  cab  toppled  over  on 
its  disabled  corner. 

As  lie  did  so,  the  woman  sprang  from  the  side  door  to 
the  ground  dragging  the  little  boy  with  her. 

“Stop !”  cried  Dick  Daresome,  relaxing  his  hold  on  the 
horses  and  rushing  toward  her. 

“Stand  back,  you  cur!”  she  hissed,  “I  have  another  re- 
volver  here  for  you  !” 

She  drew  the  weapon  from  her  bosom  and  levelled  it  at 
Dick’s  eyes  with  steady  hand. 

Here  was  a  bad  situation  indeed.  Yet  Dick  saw  that  it 
v  as  the  last  difficulty  before  final  victory,  and  he  deter¬ 
mined  to  try  the  power  of  a  good,  old-fashioned  American 
bluff!  ' 

I 

He  ne\er  flinched  before  the  steady  weapon. 

“Woman!”  cried  'the  youth  in  piercing  tones  as  he  held 
that  whip  aloft  with  the  heavy  handle  to  he  used  as  a 
club.  “If  yqu  draw  that  trigger  I’ll  bring  this  down  on 
}our  head  before  I  die!  You'll  followT  me,  mighty  soon!” 

rI  he  woman  glared  at  him  with  bloodshot  eyes. 

“I'll  kill  you  first,”  she  hissed. 

“Yes,  and  they’ll  lynch  you  before  you  .get  out  of  the 
village  don’t  forget  that!”  said  Daresome  calmly.  “Every 

official  within  miles  of  here  is  on  your  trail.  I  put  them 
there !” 

These  daring  words  drove  the  woman  to  frenzy. 

She  lowered  the  pistol  until  it  was  pointed  straight  at 
Daresome’s  heart. 

“I’ll  got  rid  of  you,  anyway— they  can’t  any  more  than 
send  me  to  the  pen,  anyway !” 


a 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


JUSTICE  GETS  ITS  OWN. 


dust,  as  the  wicked  woman  was  pulling  fhe  trigger  the 
small  boy  at  her  side  took  a  little  part  in  the  excitement. 
If;  was  only  a  small  part,  but  it  helped. 


He  realized  that  this  handsome  young  chap  was  inter¬ 
fering  in  his  behalf,  for  the  little  fellow  was  quick  enough  j 
to  understand  that  he  was  being  dragged  away  to  some  - 
dreadful  place. 

So  he  suddenly  caught  the  woman’s  arm,  and  his  puny 
strength  was  sufficient  to  deflect  the  weapon. 

Bang ! 

The  bullet  plowed  into  the  grpund. 

“Not  again  !”  shouted  Daresome,  and  he  sprang  forward 
to  wrest  the  weapon  from  her  hand. 

As  he  did  so,  a  man  came  running  up. 

He  was  a  villager,  and  Dick  could  see  had  no  personal 
motive.  But  the  newcomer  did  not  understand  the  state 
of  affairs,  and  to  his  eyes  it  looked  as  if  this  young  fellow 
were  attacking  the  woman. 

Unhand  that  lady !”  he  cried. 

Oh,  help  me,  help  me!”  cried  the  quick-witted  woman, 

seeing  here  a.  chance  of  escape. 

* 

The  man  ran  forward,  but  Daresome  had  captured  the 
pistol  and  he  backed  away. 

“Say,  mister,”  said  Dick,  “you  mean  well,  but  you  had 
better  keep  out  of  this  mix-up  if  you  value  your  own  skin  !” 

The  man,  angered  at  what  he  thought  the  insulting  im¬ 
pertinence  of  a  young  ruffian,  started  angrily  at  Dick. 

“Now,  stand  back!”  said  our  hero.  “I’m  not  in  a  plav- 
ful  humor!” 

The  fellow  came  toward  him,  and  Dick  brought  the  re¬ 
volver  to  bear  on,.the  man. 

“Hands  up,  or  IT1  let  you  have  it.  I’m  helping  the 
deputy  of  this  town,  and  I’m  justified  in  defending  my¬ 
self!” 

The  fellow  stopped  and  now  the  woman  started  to  beat 
a  hasty  retreat,  delivering  an  angry  slap  at  the  face  of  the 
little  chap  whose  quickness  had  spoiled  her  aim. 

“Stop  there,  or  I’ll  shoot  you  down !”  yelled  Dick,  with  a 
Meelv  tone  in  his.  voice.  “I  mean  business  now!” 

“Would  you  shoot  a  woman?”  cried  the  little  fellow's 
captor  angrily,  trying  another  sort  of  appeal. 

“Yon  just  bet  T  would,”  said  Dick,  “when  she  had 
thrown  away  everything  that  justified  her  to  good  treat-  ' 
ment.  You  are  a  Crook  and  a  criminal,  and  T'll  see  you 

landed  up  behind  the  prison  bars  if  I  wing  you  now  to  hold 
you  here!” 


•Tust.  at  thi?  juncture 'a  number  of  men  came  running 
down  the  street. 


rn  (be  van  of  the  group  Dick  beheld,  to  his  groat  relief, 
the  deputy  sheriff. 

“Have  ye  got.  ’or?”  cried  the  deputy,  eagerly. 

“  Vou  bct  T  have !”  answered  Daresome. 


The  man  who  had  interfered  now  rushed  to  the  deputy. 
“*ay,  this  fellow  is  trying  to  rob  this  lady!"  cried  he. 
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pointing  toward  Dick.  “1  demand  his.  arrest  for  threaten¬ 
ing  to  kill  me." 

"Hey,  you  jest  rim  along  or  I'll  arrest  you,”  said  the 
deputy.  “I  know  what  I'm  doin' — I've  captured  one  of 
the  :inest  lady  crooks  in  the  country!” 

The  man  gasped  in  surprise,  and  then  taking  the  hint, 
he  decided  to  avoid  publicity  by  disappearing  at  a  great 
rate  of  speed. 


“Now,  my  fine  lady.  I'll  attend  to  ye!”  said  the  deputy, 
turning  toward  the  white-faced  woman. 

But  this  thoroughly  armed  creature  whipped  out  a  small 
dirk  from  some  place  and  started  toward  the  deputy.  He, 
however,  was  not  abashed  but  gave  an  upward  flip  with 
his  stout  nightstick. 

I  p  into  the  air  flew  the  knife,  and  before  the  woman 
realized  jt,  her  wrists  were  neatly  and  irrevocably  bound 
together  in  the  steel  nip  of  a  pair  of  handcuffs. 

“Aow,  you  jest  come  along!”  said  the  deputy. 

‘*1  won’t  move  a  step,”  said  the  woman  with  determina¬ 
tion  and  staring  stonily  at  the  ground. 

“Wall,  ye’d  better,”  said  one  of  the  deputy’s  compan¬ 
ions  with  a  sly  wink,  “they’re  gittin’  up  a  mob  ter  lynch 
the  kidnappers  up  thar  at  the  depot,  apd  they’re  apt  ter 
come  down  here  arter  yeou !” 

This  adroit  speech  did  the  work. 

The  woman  walked  along  quickly  enough  now,  and  it 
was  but  a  few  minutes  before  she  was  cooling  hey  angry 
nerves  behind  the  bars  of  a  cell  in  the  small  but  secure  vil¬ 
lage  lockup.  To  her  surprise,  she  found  the  greater  part 
of  her  accomplices  there  as  well. 

She  did  not  know  them  all,  but  talking  as  prisoners  do 
in  such  small  confinement  from  cell  to  cell,  it  did  not  take 
long  for  the  captives  to  learn  that  the  whole  crowd  had 
been-  pretty  well  bagged. 

All  this  time  the  wily  deputy  had  been  concealed  behind 
a  door  in  the  rear  part  of  the  cell  space,  and  he  heard 
enough  to  convince  him  that  he  had  landed  one  of  the 
most  daring  and  desperate  gangs  in  the  history  of  that 
section. 


He  went  out  and  found  Dick  and  his  friends  waiting 
about  the  front  of  the  lockup,  with  a  growing  crowd  there, 
to  learn  the  news. 

“There,  there,  folks,”  said  the  deputy,  “all  of  ye  go 
home  and  mind  yer  woflc,  for  everything’s  quiet.  We’ve 
captured  them  all,  and  I’m  going  down  to  the  depot  to  do 
some  telegraphing.” 

Dick  and  Sam  accompanied  the  deputy,  and  at  the  depot 
were  waiting  -till  others  from  the  Merrivale  camp. 

There  the  deputy  learned  that  one  of  the  rough  crowd 
had  endeavored  to  send  a  wire  to  meet  the  train,  warning 
tie  woman  not  to  get  off.  But  the  operator  had’ held  it. 


As  they  were  talking  over  the  matter,  the  operator 
rushed  out. 

“Great  Scott!”  cried  he.  “The  detectives  are  wiring 
for  information  about  a  boy  and  a  woman.  They  want 
to  know  in  Portland,  and  they  say  the  papers  are  full  of 
the  big  abduction.”  » 

This  excited  the  lads,  and  they  all  wanted  to  reply  at 
once.  But  the  deputy  assumed  the  dignity  of  his  position 
and  had  the  joy  to  telegraph  back  that  he  had  captured  the 
kidnappers  and  had  the  little  fellow  safe. 

Needless  to  say,  his  message  did  comfort  the  grief- 
stricken  parents  of  the  little  lad  who  had  been  brought  all 
the  wav  from  New  York. 

Gradually  by  questioning,  the  deputy  learned  the  greater 
part  of  the  story  from  the  little  chap.  He  had  been  taken 
away  by  this  woman  who  had  obtained  a  position  a  few 
days  before  as  his  governess. 

“Wall,  she’ll  never  do  it  again,”  said  the  deputy,  “fer 
this  State  will  give  her  a  terrible  penalty  that  will  last  her 
fer  a  while,  and  then  some.” 

“What  did  that  fisherman  have  to  do  with  this,  that's 

/ 

what  I  want  to  know?”  mused  Dick. 

“Well,  that  feller  has  a  game  leg  by  this  time,  and  lie's 
restin'  easy  down  at  the  village  hospital.  There  ain’t  no 
danger  of  his  gettin’  away.” 

The  deputy  went  down  to  interview  the  fisherman,  and 
by  clever  pretense  made  him  think  that  the  guilt  had  been 
fastened  upon  him  by  the  others. 

Dick  and  Sam  had  accompanied  the  deputy,  while  the 
other  lads  returned  to  the  camp  to  take  the  good  news. 

“Now,  my  fine  feller,  ye’ve  got  jest  one  chance  to  git 
yer  punishment  eased  a  bit.  Ef  ye  ain't  been  the  ring¬ 
leader  in  this,  ye’d  better  tell  what  ye  know,  and  git  jes- 
tice!”  said  the  deputy. 

The  man  thought  for  a  moment,  and  then  confessed  his 
part  in  the  whole  matter. 

“I’ve  jest  been  the  cat’s  paw,”  said  he.  “These  yere 
city  folks,  and  the  chief  feller  ain’t  been  here  at  all,  got 
in  touch  with  me,  and  I  got  these  fellers  up  from  the  lum- 
her  camp.  Doggone  it,  ef  I  hadn’t  lost  that  letter  and 
them  papers  all  would  a  been  'well,  and  they’d  got  away 
with  the  boy.” 

“How  much  money  were  they  demanding  of  the  parents 
for  the  return  of  the  little  fellow?”  asked  Dick. 

The  man  cast  a  baleful  glance  at  the  author  of  his  mis- 
f  ortunes. 

“More’n  you’ll  ever  see!”  he  grunted,  and  turned  over 
on  his  side,  refusing  to  utter  another  word. 

But  this  was  enough. 

“We  kin  rest  easy,”  said  the  deputy,  “this  is  a  good 
morning's  work.  By  this  time  tor-night  our  names  will 
all  bo  over  the  country  in  the  papers!” 
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“Well,  you  let  it  be  yours,  deputy,”  said  Dick.  “We 
dou  t  want  any  publicity,  and  you’re  the  head  of  the  de¬ 
partment  around  here!” 

1  his  was  agreeable  to  both,  and  before  another  twenty- 
four  hours  had  passed  the  deputy  was  indeed  heralded 
throughout  the  country  as  the  daring  country  official  who 
had  headed  off  the  great  kidnapping  gang. 

But  Dick  and  Sam  were  satisfied  to  let  him  get  the  honor 
and  glory. 

Besides,  they  had  other  matters  of  great  importance  on 

hand  within  that  very  period,  and  so  they  gave  their  minds 
to  other  things. 

I  m  glad  we  got  that  settled,”  said  Dick,  as  they  hur¬ 
ried  down  to  the  wharf  at  the  Rodney  House.  “We  had 
better  get  to  camp  or  well  pay  dearly  for  it !” 

“What  do  you  mean?”  asked  Sam. 

Just  that  our  first  baseball  game  is  to  take  place  this 
/  aftcrn°on  up  there  on  the  Rodne}''  House  diamond. 
And  we  ve  got  to  get  in  a  little  morning  practice  with 
our  camp  nine !” 

“By  Jingo,  Dick,  Pd  almost  forgotten  it,”  said  Sam. 

But  Dick  was  captain,  and  so  he  could  not  forget.  Nor 
did  he  let  the  rest  of  his  nine  forget,  and  that  very  fore¬ 
noon  they  practiced  for  two  good  hours. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

DARESOME  STARTS  THE  SUMMER  GAMES. 

“Boys,  it’s  time  for  our  nine  to  start  up  to  the  Hotel,” 
said  Captain  Dick.  “You  know  that  the  Rodney  House 
has  a  nine  made  up  of  a  lot  of  college  fellows  staying  there, 
and  we  must  wrallop  them  the  very  first  game.” 

“All  right,  Dick,”  said  Sam.  “Pm  right  on  "the  trail.” 

The  other  lads  followed,  and  they  were  soon  under  way 
toward  the  hotel,  attired  in  their  natty  Academy  uniforms, 
for  they  were  playing  exactly  as  they  had  done  on  the  vic¬ 
torious  nine  at  the  boarding-school. 

This  was  fortunate,  for  they  were  in  perfect  training 
and  their  team  work  was  bound' to  count  greatly  in  their 

favor  in  competing  with  the  older  college  boys  on  the 
hotel  team. 

Dick  Daresome  was  pitching,  and  Skinniman  Perkins 
was  holding  the  heavy  mit  behind  the  bat  as  of  yore. 

We  must  work  together  like  a  machine,”  cautioned 
Dick.  “As  we  are  all  up  against  a  bunch  of  fine  college 
players  who  could*  individually  outplay  us,  you  see  what 
we  must,  do:  that  is,  sting  them  because  they’re  not  in 
good  practice  with  each  other  yet.” 

This  proved  that  Dick  was  a  good  general.  He  always 


studied  his  opponents.  At  the  hotel  he  had  watched  -x>me 
of  the  practice  of  the  college  lads,  and  he  observed  that 
they  were  all  over-confident  of  their  ability  to  defeat  this 
mere  boarding-school  team. 

“We  will  teach  you,”  muttered  Dick,  as  they  inarched 
out  on  the  field. 

The  college  lads  were  gracefully  tossing  the  bull  in  prac¬ 
tice  with  each  other. 

It  was  easy  to  see  that  they  were  not  worrying  over  the 
outcome  of  the  game.  .The  management  of  the  hotel  had 
offered  a  fancy  free  supper  to  the  lads  who  won,  and  these 
older  chaps  were  already  imagining  the  taste  of  the  good¬ 
ies  ! 

But  there’s  many  a  slip  ’twixt  plate  and  digestion ! 

Dick  received  a  little  scattered  applause,  for  the  great 
mass  of  the  spectators  sympathized  with  the  hotel  team. 

“Win,  Dick,  win!”  came  a  swreet  voice,  and  Daresome 
looking,  saw  his  little  sweetheart  waving  a  Merrivale  pen¬ 
nant  in  the  crowd. 

She  smiled,  and  Dick  waved  his  cap  at  her. 

i 

Then  he  turned  his  back  to  lead  his  team  to  battle. 

The  girls,  for  there  were  several  of  them,  including  Bess 
and  Grace,  started  out  with  campstools  far  to  the  right  of 
the  diamond,  so  that  they  could  see  the  game  well. 

They  put  their  stools  down  at  last  and  sat  there  to  view 
the  proceedings.  Dick  Daresome,  talking  with  the  cap¬ 
tain  of  the  hotel  team,  chanced  to  espy  the  girls  sitting 
there.  1 

“Say,  Skinniman,  while  the  captain  and  I  are  tossing 
up  for  the  first  bat,  won’t  you  go  over  and  get  those  girls 
to  move — that’s  a  dangerous  place  to  sit !” 

Dick’s  words  were  a  bit  anxious,  for  he  had  no  mind  to 
see  his  sweetheart  injured  by  some  stray  ball. 

“All  right,”  said  jolly  big  Perkins. 

He  strolled  leisurely  over  toward  the  girls. 

<  • 

“Say,  young  ladies. ”  said  he.  genially,  “won't  you  please 

get  back  further  toward  the  hotel?  This  is  a  bad  location 

* 

-a  hall  is  apt  to  come  this  way !” 

“No,  we  won’t,”  said  Bess,  pouting.  “This  is  the  onlv 
place  where  we  can  see  anything  worth  while.  The  crowd 
is  all  around  the  hotel  piazza,  and  so  we’re  going  to  stav 
right  here  and  cheer  Merrivale !” 

“That’s  just  exactly  right,”  put  in  Grace  Gray  with  a 
determined  nod  of  her  head. 

“Oh,  but  you  mustn’t!”  said  ^inniman. 

“Mustn’t !”  snorted  Bess  Morrison,  indignantly.  “Well. 

Ed  like  to  see  any  boy  who  can  tell  me  ‘mustn’t’  that's 
all !” 

Skinniman  argued  again  and  again,  and  at.  last,  with  a 
shrug  of  his  shoulders,  turned  back  toward  the  diamond. 

“Well,  then's  no  use  trying  to  talk  sense  with  a  bunch 
of  girls  at  that  age,”  he  muttered,  “they  always  do  the 
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wrong  thing — just  like  getting  off  a  car  backward.  It’s 
part  of  their  make-up!’’ 

Skinniman  knew  a  good  deal  about  girls. 

That's  why  he  stopped  his  argument.  He  felt  sure  that 
they  would  learn  their  lesson,  and  so  he  went  to  his  posi¬ 
tion  to  await  the  demonstration. 

“Play  ball,”  shouted  the  umpire,  tossing  a  nice  white 
sphere  to  Dick,  who  had  lost  the  toss 

The  hotel  nine  was  at  the  bat.  /  • 

The  first  fellow,  a  big  brawny  chap,  stepped  to  the  bat 
with  a  calm  and  contented  smile. 

Dick  took  a  careful  survey  of  his  men,  saw  that  they  were 
all  on  their  toes  for  action. 

Then  he  let  loose  a  swift  and  powerful  whirl. 

Biff!  , 

Right  off  the  reel  came  a  beautiful  hit,  which  brought  a 
great  cheer  from 'the  hotel  folk. 

The  ball  sailed  up  over  Dick’s  head,  and  the  fielders 
paddled  after  it.  The  ball  was  placed  beautifully,  how¬ 
ever,  and  bounced  down  the  field  before  finally  Alan 
Brownson  caught  it  in  his  firm  grasp. 

The  hotel  player  wras  speeding  around  the  bases  at  a 
sprightly  rate. 

Whizz ! 

The  ball  came  sailing  through  the  air  to  Wallace  Clark 
on  third  base,  and  the  player  there  held  his  position  just 
in  the  nick  of  time. 

“Well,  I  reckon  this  is  easy!”  said  the  captain  of  the 
hotel  team,  by  way  of  encouragement  to  the  next  man  to 
take  a  bat  in  hand  for  the  trial. 

But  is  was  not  as  easy  as  it  looked. 

It  is  one  thing  to  get  a  man  on  third  base  with  no  outs 
and  no  strikes  or  balls  at  the  bat.  It  is  quite  another  thing 
to  get  that  man  into  home. 

“I’ll  show  them  they  can’t  rattle  me,  muttered  Dick,  as 
he  heard  the  two  coachers  of  the  hotel  nine  veiling  like 
Indians  to  the  runner  on  third. 

Whizz ! 

The  ball  shot  straight  down  the  line  toward  home. 

“'Strike !”  cried  the  umpire. 

“Good  bov,  Dick!” 

Skinniman  tossed  the  sphere  back  to  Dick,  who  swiftly 
threw  it  down  to  Clark  on  third.  He  nearly  caught  the 
over-confident  college  lad  napping. 

But  the  umpire  called  it  safe. 

Dick  twisted  the  ball  around  in  his  fingers  and  prepared 
to  deliver  another  burning  ball. 

This  time  he  saw  Skinnaman  wriggle  his  face  and  give 

an  upward  glance,  and  Dick  knew  what  that  particular 

#  *  .. 

-ignal  meant. 

ft  meant  that  the  batsman  was  expecting  to  bunt  and 
make  a  -aeriflce  hit  for  home. 


“He  gets  another  guess,”  thought  Dick.  “I’ll  give  an 
upshoot  as  Skinniman  wants.” 

So  the  ball  did  take  unto  itself  a  peculiar  little  lift  when 
about  halfway  down  the  course.  It  was  a  crafty  throw 
and  it  fooled  the  man  at  bat  so  completely  that  he  struck 
viciously  at  it — and  missed  by  an  inch. 

\ 

His  energetic  move  carried  him  about,  and  his  bat 
landed  with  a  strenuous  biff  against  Skinniman's  mask. 

“Here,  cut  out  that  boxing  business !”  called  the  umpire, 
who  seemed  to  think  it  was  an  intentional  blow.  Tt  might 
have  been,  in  part,  for  such  a  stroke  had  been  known  to 
put  a  good  catcher  out  of  commission. 

Tn  this  case,  however,  the  player  was  up  against  a  dif¬ 
ferent  sort  of  catcher. 

It  would  have  taken  a  battering  ram,  almost,  to  put  big 
chunky  Perkins  out  of  the  business ! 

He  staggered,  a  foot  or  so,  and  then  gamely  nodded  to 
Dick. 

It  was  now  two  strikes,  and  Daresome  whizzed  another 
down  the  line. 

“Out!”  cried  the  umpire. 

'Thus  Dick  had  held  the  man  on  third  so  far.  He  deter¬ 
mined  to  keep  it  up,  with  variations. 

The  next  fellow  at  bat  was  built  like  a  prize-fighter.  His 
broad  shoulders  betokened  enormous  strength.  Dick  knew 
that  he  was  a  hitter  from  Hittersville. 

“Well,  I’ll  try  a  little  foul  fly  on  the  gentleman,”  mut¬ 
tered  Dick,  pulling  his  hat  down  tightly  with  a  peculiar 
wiggle  which  Skinniman  understood  full  well. 

Biff! 

The  batter  struck  at  the  ball  with  terrific  force  and  a 
keen  eye.  It  was  a  hit  and  he  started  to  run,  but  the  blow 
resulted  only  in  a  high  foul  which  landed  on  the  roof  of 
the  hotel  veranda. 

“Strike  one!” 

Dick  tried  again,  and  this  time  the  fellow  landed  an¬ 
other  hard  blow  on  the  ball. 

Again  the  ball  went  high,  this  time  falling  out' of  Skin- 
niman’s  reach,  because  of  the  crowd  of  hotel  people  sit¬ 
ting  about  on  the  grass. 

“Well,  that’s  strike  two,”  muttered  Dick.  “Now,  T’ll 
get  him  on  those  fouls,  or  die  trying!” 

Again  he  spun  the  sphere,  and  this  time  the  fellow  hit 
the  ball  harder  than  ever.  Dick  was  throwing  them 
straight,  but  with  a  peculiar  upward  twist  which  made 
them  spin  into  fouls. 

It  is  a  trick  which  every  successful  pitcher  must  master 
for  time  of  need ! 

Up  into  the  air  went  the  ball,  and  Skinniman  tossed  his 
mask  and  cay  aside  as  he  ran. 

Out  behind  the  wooden  backstop  chased  the  fat  catcher 
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judged  strikes  after  this,  and  now  it  was  indeed  a  ten -<* 


with  a  nimbleness  which  surprised  ail  those  who  were  not 
familiar  with  his  ability. 

“Out!” 

lit*  had  caught  the  ball,  against  almost  insurmountable 
difficulty,  and  now  lie  marched  back  to  the  plate  in  tri- 
umph,  to  hand  it  to  Dick.  The  two  had  a  little  conference, 
and  Dick  determined  to  save  his  curves  and  let  the  next 
man  hit  out  on  a  high  fly. 

Biff ! 

The  batsman  who  had  landed  a  telling  stroke,  sped  for 
first  as  the  leather  globe  sailed  high  into  the  blue  depths 
of  the  sky. 

“What  goes  up  must  come  down!”  thought  Dick  with  a 
chuckle,  and  he  saw  that  his  judgment  was  right,  for  the 
ball  came  down  into  the  skillful  grasp  of  Alan  Brownson. 

“Three  out!”  said  the  umpire,  and  Dick  walked  back  to 
the  bench  with  satisfied  mien. 

* 

The  college  boys  went  out  onto  the  field,  less  satisfied 
with  themselves  and  with  more  respect  for  the  boarding- 
school  boys  and  their  captain. 

They  were  to  get  another  jolt  still  in  a  few  minutes,  for 
the  first  Merrivale  up  fooled  the  pitcher  with  a  skillful 
little  bunt. 

“Safe,”  yelled  the  umpire. 

Dick  went  out  to  the  line  back  of  the  base  to  coach  his 
man.  As  he  did  so,  he  espied  the  girls  still  sitting  back 
of  the  diamond  in  their  dangerous  position. 

“Please  get  back !”  called  Dick. 

But  Bess  was  obstinate. 

“I  think  you'd  better  go  on  with  your  game  and  let  us 
alone,”  she  retorted. 

Dick  turned  away  then,  offended,  for  he  meant  only  the 
best  interests  of  the  girls. 

Another  Merrivale  stepped  to  the  bat. 

This  lad  lambasted  another  terrific  hit,  straight  past  the 
pitcher,  and  down  the  field.  It  was  good  for  two  bases. 

“Go  it,  lad!"  yelled  Dick,  and  the  players  sped  around. 

Bv  the  time  the  sphere  was  in  play  again  and  within 
reach  of  the  basemen,  it  stood  two  men  on  bases,  with  first 
open. 

“This  is  getting  nifty !’’  cried  Dick  to  the  next  lad,  who 
was  a  left-handed  hitter.  “Remember  you’ve  got  the  game 
in  your  fist  right  now  !” 

The  lad  stood  up  and  waved  his  bat  to  and  fro. 

Whizz ! 

“Ball  one!” 

A  groan  went  up  from  the  hotel  fans. 

But  the  umpire  was  obdurate  and  gave  the  same  verdict 
again,  and  once  again. 

The  pitcher  was  frantic  by  this  time  and  determined  to 
show  his  fighting  mettle.  lie  pitched  two  clever  and  well- 


moment. 

“Steady,  old  boy!”  cautioned  Dick  Daresome. 

The  youth  at  bat  squared  off  and  prepared  for  a  final 
try. 

Whizz  came  the  ball,  and  the  chap  swung  on  it  with  all 
his  strength. 

Biff! 

The  bat  struck  it  with  a  thud  and  the  ball  shot  forth  to¬ 
ward  right  field. 

“Great !”  cried  Dick,  and  then  he  realized  with  a  sudden 
fear,  that  it  meant  danger  to  his  sweetheart. 

He  had  stepped  around  in  his  excitement  toward  the 
girls,  and  now  began  to  run  for  the  burning  low  fly. 

Dick’s  quick  eye  saw  the  speeding  sphere  coming  toward 
the  girls  seated  at  the  back  of  the  line.  He  raced  toward 
it  and  made  a  desperate  effort  to  stop  the  ball  before  it 
could  reach  the  panic-stricken  maidens. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 
dick’s  wonderful  catch. 

It  seemed  hopeless,  and  yet  Daresome  would  not  surren¬ 
der  to  any  fate  at  the  last  minute. 

He' was  a  stayer  at  any  sort  of  a  game! 

With  a  final  leap  he  sprang  forward,  falling  heavily,  but 
he  managed  to  close  his  fingers  about  the  ball  with  such 
skill  and  determination  that  he  stopped  the  sphere  from  its 
perilous  progress. 

“Oh!”  screamed  the  girls  all  aflutter,  now  that  the  dan¬ 
ger  was  past. 

Heedless  to  say,  Dick  Daresome  did  not  have  to  suggest 
that  they  get  back  out  of  the  way  this  time.  They  had  scur¬ 
ried  like  frightened  rabbits  by  the  time  Dick  regained  his 
feet. 

Daresome  tossed  the  ball  to  the  umpire  as  he  scrambled 
up  stiffly.  It  had  been  a  hard  and  jolting  fall,  but  in  his 
heart  he  felt  that  it  was  more  than  worth  the  try. 

“Umpire,  I  protest  against  that  fellow  touching  the 
ball !”  cried  out  the  angry  pitcher  of  the  hotel  team. 

“Shut  up!”  said  the  umpire. 

“Well,  I  won’t  go  on  with  the  game  if  this  sort  of  thing 
is  to  keep  up !”  said  the  pitcher,  peevishly. 

Sssss ! 

The  spectators  were  hissing  him  by  this  time  and  he  saw 

that  he  had  made  a  bad  start  for  favor. 

/ 

The  first  lad  to  strike  the  ball,  the  one  who  had  Ixvn  on 
third,  had  improved  the  opportunity  to  get  to  home  but  ho 
walked  hack  to  third. 
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"Are  you  going  to  let  that  hit  stand?’'  cried  the  college 
pitcher,  angrily. 

lie  was  galled  to  see  the  younger  fellows  winning  the 
sympathy  of  his  own  crowd  on  the  hotel  veranda  and  lawn. 


Sssss ! 


Another  hiss  greeted  his  words. 

“Ao,  I  m  not/'  said  the  umpire.  “That  lad  did  a  won¬ 
derfully  clever  catch,  and  under  the  circumstances  it  was 
justified.  I  don  t  believe  in  sacrificing  human  lives  for 
baseball  nor  for  sacrificing  a  good  deed  for  a  rule.  Any- 
way,  1 11  send  that  man  on  first  back  to  try  over  again.” 


The  pitcher  settled  down  to  moody  silence.  The  left- 
handed  batter  went  to  the  plate  again  and  this  time  he 
managed  to  send  a  burning  hit  straight  at  the  pitcher. 

That  player  was  unnerved  by  the  turn  of  events  and 
somehow  or  other  managed  to  muff  the  ball  between  his 


nervous  fingers. 


from  the  Belleville  Academy  camp,  asked  me  first.  You 
should  have  spoken  sooner,  Dick.” 

Daresome  scowled,  for  he  was  human  and  had  a  temper, 
and  was  not  enthusiastic  on  the  subject  of  Stuart  Arm¬ 
strong,  or  the  Bellevilles. 

“All  right,  let  it  go,”  he  said.  “I  didn’t  know  about  it 
at  all.”  v  ' 

He  turned  on  his  heel  and  stalked  down  toward  his 

i 

canoe.  Bess  called  after  him.  In  reality  she  had  not  yet 
said  “yes”  to  Armstrong’s  invitation,  and  was  waiting  until 
Dick  had  asked  her  to  send  a  negative  to  the  other  chap 
“Dick,  wait  a  minute,”  she  called. 

But  Daresome  in  his  indignation  walked  straight  on *and 
left  her  tapping  her  little  foot  with  vexation. 

“Oh,  well,  let  him  go  by  himself  then,”  she  muttered. 
“If  he  is  going  to  be  so  snippy  and  horrid,  it  serves  him 
right.  I  know  he  doesn’t  know  any  one  else  at  the  hotel 


It  went  through,  struck  him  full  in  the  pit  of  the  stom¬ 
ach,  and  he  doubled  up,  falling  forward  with  a  gasp ! 

The  batter  made  first  before  the  shortstop  had  man¬ 
aged  to  reach  the  ball,  and  the  lad  on  third  recorded  a  run. 

This  was  the  beginning  of  the  end,  for  the  Merrivale  lads 
simply  hit  the  pitcher  all  over  the  field. 

By  the  end  of  the  game  they  had  carried  the  score  to 
ten  against  a  solitary  nm  on  the  part  of  the  hotel  nine. 
And  that  run  was  not  made  by  the  pitcher. 

As  the  end  of  the  game  came,  Dick  Daresome  was 
greeted  by  a  rousing  cheer  when  he  started  across  to  the 
hotel  veranda. 

“Good  for  the  campers!”  came  the  cry  from  many 
throats. 

-  Besses  father  came  forward  with  a  hearty  grasp. 

“My  boy,  that. was  a  great  bit  of  trick  fielding,”  said  lie. 
“You  can  take  to  the  outfield  ^ when  your  pitching  arm 
gives  out !  I  never  saw  such  a  nervy  bare-handed  catch  !” 

Dick  blushed  as  the  girls  crowded  about  to  thank  him, 
for  he  never  relished  the  position  on  a  pedestal  which  is  re¬ 
served  for  real  heroes. 

“Now,  stop  your  joshing,”  said  Dick,  “or  I’ll  be  sorry 
I  didn’t  let  vou  catch  it.  I’ll  bet  there  are  some  of  vou 

J  * 

who  could  have  managed  it,  anyway.” 

But  Bess  put  a  little  hand  over  his  mouth. 

“Don’t  you  call  us  such  tomboys  as  to  catch  balls  like 
that,”  said  she.  “Anyway,  you’d  better  be  hurrying  down 
to  your  camp  to  dress  for  that  supper,  Dick.  Then  we’re 
to  have  a  canoe  parade  afterward.” 

Dick  looked  question ingly  at  her. 

“Are  you  going  to  ride  in  my  canoe?”  he  asked. 

Be--  shrugged  her  shoulders.  She  cpuld  not  resist  the 
temptation  to  be  coquettish,  fond  as  she  was  of  the  gallant 

lad.  !<• 

“Yell,  I’m  sorry,”  said  Bess,  “but  Stuart  Armstrong 


here !” 

But  Bess  was  wrong  in  this. 

Luck  was  to  stand  on  Dick’s  side  of  the  fence,  and  our 
hero  was  to  turn  the  tables  on  his  sweetheart  just  for  the 
fun  of  things.  For  as  he  was  preparing  to  embark  in  his 
canoe  for  the  distant  camp,  he  heard  a  sweet  and  familiar 
voice  close  behind. 

“Oh,  Mr.  Daresome,  have  you  forgotten  me?” 

Dick  turned  and  saw  a  pretty  girl  standing  there  with 
an  automobile  veil  around  her  hat  and  dressed  in  the  light 
brown  dustcoat  used  by  tourists. 

Her  face  was  familiar,  and  vet  for  an  instant  he  could 
not  place  her. 

“I — I — why  of  course,  I  remember  you,”  said  Dick,  ex¬ 
tending  his  hand. 

Yet,  for  the  life  of  him,  he  could  not  place  the  charming 
damsel. 

She  laughed. 

“You’re  a  boarding-school  hero — that’s  easy  enough  to 
see.  You  have  so  many  girl  friends  that  you  can’t  re¬ 
member  them  all.  I’m  Helen  Ashbilt,  whom  you  saved 
that  time  in  a  runaway  automobile!” 

Dick  remembered  it  all  now — the  ride  in  the  racing, 
runaway  machine  and  the  rescue  of  this  girl,  one  of  the 
great,  heiresses  of  Yew  York  City. 

He  supposed  she  had  forgotten  him  long  ago.  But  it 
was  evidently  not  the  case. 

“Why,  I  surely  am  glad  to  see  you,”  said  he.  “Are  you 
at  the  hotel?” 

The  girl  nodded. 

“Yes,  just  for  to-night.  Mamma  and  auntie  and  I  are 
taking  another  auto  tour,  and  we  will  stay  over  here  until 
to-morrow,  when  we  go  on  again.  Are  you  here?” 

“No,  T  am  campipg  down  the  lake  with  a  big  crowd  of 
Merrivale  fellows.  We  are  doing  a.  few  hours  of  studies 
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every  day,  ami  then  we  monkey  around  the  rest  of  the 
time.” 

“  How  nice  and  jolly  !” 

.T ust  then  an  idea  struck  Daresome. 

Ife  chuckled,  and  then  acted  on  it  at  once  with  his  usual 
rapid  fire  methods. 

“Say,  Miss  Ashbilt,  are  you  doing  anything  to-night?” 

“Nothing  except  sitting  around  this  pokey  old  hotel 
here,”  said  the  girl. 

^  “Well,  then,  won't  you  go  canoing  in  the  lantern  parade 
with  me  on  the  lake?  There  will  be  a  lot  of  jolly  fellows 
and  girls,  and  we  will  end  up  with  a  dance  afterwards.” 

The  girl  clapped  her  hands  joyfully. 

“Oh,  that  would  be  great  fun,  for  Em  tired  to  death  of 
sitting  around  old  pokey  hotel  porches  and  listening  to 
the  old  ladies  tell  scandal  about  all  the  young  ones.” 

Daresome  laughed.  v 

“All  right,  then,  I'll  call  for  you  in  my  canoe  right  after 
supper.  And  I  think  we'll  have  some  good  fun — and  en¬ 
tertain  others,  too !” 


CHAPTER  IX. 

A  BATTLE  WITH  A  REPTILE. 

I 

Returning  to  the  camp,  Dick  divested  himself  of  his 

baseball  togs  which  he  had  worn  across  in  the  c^lnoe.  The 

»  * 

other  lads  were  ahead  of  him ;  most  of  the  boys  on  the  nine 
were  ready  for  the  trip  back  to  the  hotel  for  the  prize  sup¬ 
per. 

“Lldn't  we  hand  it  to  those  lobsters?”  asked  Sam.  “It 
was  a  scream  the  way  that  fellow  tried  to  welch  on  that 
fireworks  catch  of  yours,  Dick.” 

Daresome  nodded. 

“I  think  I’ll  cool  the  fireworks  off  by  another  little 
swim — we  haven’t  any  shower  bath  here,  so  a  fellow  has 
to  do  the  best  he  can.” 

Dick  took  a  run  down  the  rear  of  the  camp  and  in  an¬ 
other  minute  was  diving  through  the  cool  waters  of  the 
lake. 

After  a  little  swim  he  came  up  the  bank  again,  walking 
toward  his  crippled  friend  Chester  Brown  who  sat  there 
reading. 

“Well,  you  are  a  student  all  right,  Chester,”  said  Dick 
to  the  little  chap.  “What  is  it  now?” 

“Mo  studies  this  time — just  a  regular  old  blood  and 
thunder  yarn,”  answered  the  other.  “What  are  you  look¬ 
ing  at  so  queerly?  Answer  me,  Dick!” 

The  little  fellow  gazed  at  Dick's  expression  with  alarm 
and  surprise. 

That  youth  was  staring  straight  over  the  lame  lad's 


shoulder  in  a  fascinated  sort  of  way.  Then  dowl\  l)Ek 
spoke,  not  moving  his  eves. 

“There,  Chester,  stay  just  where  you  are  and  don't  move 
a  muscle !” 

“Why,  what  is  it?”  repeated  Chester,  with  a  nameless 
dread  creeping  over  him. 

This  mysterious  look  and  the  queer  words  alarmed  him 
most  naturally,  but  with  a  fear  that  was  akin  to  the  super¬ 
natural  instead. 

“Steady !”  said  Dick  in  a  low  voice.  “Be  game  now, 
that’s  all.  It’s  a  little  dangerous  where  you  are,  that's  all. 
And  I’ll  attend  to  that.” 

Dick  lowered  his  body  slowly  until  his  hand  reached  the 
gyound.  Out  of  the  corner  of  his  eye  he  had  seen  a  faggot 
of  wood  lying  there,  and  he  knew  that  he  must  use  the 
first  weapon  which  should  come  to  hand. 

“Kow!” 

Dick  advanced  slowly,  and  the  lame  lad,  with  admir¬ 
able  nerve,  kept  his  rigid  position,  his  fingers  never  even 
leaving  their  place  in  his  book. 

“All  right,  Dick,”  said  the  little  lad. 

Daresome  came  closer  and  closer,  and  then  suddenlv 
struck  out  with  all  his  might  over  Chester’s  shoulder.  U 
the  same  .time  he  gave  the  little  fellow  a  quick  shove  which 
sent  him  spinning. 

As  Chester,  still  bewildered,  picked  himself  up,  he  saw 
the  cause  of  his  friend's  alarm. 

It  was  a  great  water  snake  which  had  somehow  or  other 
wriggled  up  back  of  the  place  where  he  had  been  sitting. 
J ust  now  the  reptile  was  darting  its  head  angrily  back  and 
forth  at  Dick  who  wielded  the  stick  of  wood. 

“Look  out,  it's  going  to  jump!”  warned  Chester. 

But  Daresome  was  ready  for  such  a  move.  He  did. look 
out,  and  he  leaped  aside  as  the  big  snake  flung  itself* 
straight  for  his  bare  chest. 

The  quick  action  saved  the  lad. 

“But  the  battle’s  not  won  by  a  long  shot,”  thought  Dick, 
lie  had  reason  to  think  so. 

The  snake  whirled  about  and  coiled  for  another  spring. 

A  O 

Dick  was  not  a  master  of  the  gentle  art  of  snakeology.  But 
he  had  a  very  good  bunch  of  instinct  and  he  decided  on 
intuition  that  this  particular  member  of  the  reptile  family 
was  no  nursery  pet. 

Well  did  lie  guess. 

One  bite  of  those  poisoned  fangs  would  have  meant  al¬ 
most  instantaneous  death. 

The  coiling  brute  hurtled  itself  again  toward  the  youth, 
and  this  time  the  only  thing  which  saved  him  was  a  quick 
drop  downward  while  the  reptile  passed  completely  over 
him. 

“I'm  going  to  eud  this  right  now!”  cried  Dick  Darts 
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some,  pulling  himself  together  for  some  desperate  work. 
"Or  else  it  is  apt  to  end  me!” 

The  snake,  as  Dick  whirled  about,  seemed  ready  for  an¬ 
other  attack. 

"I'll  do  the  attacking  this  time,”  murmured  our  hero  as 
he  gripped  the*  stick  more  firmly  in  his  right  hand. 

♦  lie  advanced  toward  the  reptile  and  dealt  it  a  savage 
I  blow  on  the  neck  just  below  the  head.  Again  the  snake 
reared  to  strike  with  its  fatal  poison. 

Again  did  Dick  swing  the  cudgel,  and  this  time  the  rep- 
''  tile  turned  several  backward  somersaults  with  regular  cir¬ 
cus-acrobat  proficiency. 

"Swat  him  again,  Dick!”  yelled  Chester  Brown  in  ex¬ 
citement  and  admiration. 

Daresome  pursued  his  antagonist,  and  before  the  snake 
could  more  than  wiggle  its  head  around  in  his  direction, 
j.  **  tne  lad  landed  another  blow  on  the  villainous  looking  head. 

“Eli'  pin  him  this  time,”  said  Dick. 

He  saw  a  forked  stick  on  the  ground  and  this  was  a 
quick  solution  of  the  problem. 

M  ith  the  prongs  of  the  wood  on  either  side,  Dick  ground 
the  reptile’s  head  into  the  dirt  and  belabored  its  bod}^  with 
the  other  stick. 

..  * 

At  last  life  seemed  to  have  died  down. 

He  loosened  his  hold,  and  then  to  his  surprise  the  snake 
whirled  about  and  shot  its  head  out  directly  at  his  leg. 

“Wow!”  yelled  Dick  in  surprise,  as  he  swung  the  two 
sticks  in  between,  just  in  the  nick  of  time.  “Well,  this 
time  I’ll  show  you  the  real  thing !”  > 

He  decided  to  have  no  mercy  on  the  denizen  of  the  bogs 
.  and  the  watery  depths. 

'  Biff ! 

£  Swish ! 

The  turn  sticks  beat  a  tattoo  on  the  reptile  and  this  time, 
by  a  tremendous  blow,  Daresome  severed  the  animal’s  head 
from  its  snakev  body. 

“There,  that’s  a  good  job!”  sighed  Dick  with  satisfac¬ 
tion  as  he  surveyed  his  work. 

A  crunching  step  was  heard  back  of  them. 

“What’s  this,  lads?”  called  a  cherry  voice  behind  Ches¬ 
ter,  and  the  two  looked  that  wav. 

L  “Oh,  it’s  you,  Aubrey,”  said  the  cripple.  “Look  what 
Dick  has  just  bagged  in  the  hunting  line— armed  with  a 
double-barrelled  stick!” 

*  “Jumpin’  Jehosaphat !”  exclaimed  Aubrey,  who  was  the 
camp  cook  and  guide.  “Do  you  know  what  that  is?” 

He  turned  over  the  dead  body,  heavily  booted  that  he 
was,  with  a  great  deal  of  caution. 

“It  looks  to  me  like  a  dead  snake,”  said  Dick,  with  a 
twinkle  in  his  eyes.  “Of  course  it  may  be  a  box  of  choco- 
late  drops  or  a  bicycle  pump!” 

Aubrey  looked  at  him  with  a  shaking  head. 


“Lad,  that  ain't  no  laughing  matter.  That  snake  is 
the  worst  which  is  around  this  lake  country.  It  is  deadly 
poison  in  its  bite,  and  it  strikes  humans  at  all  opportuni¬ 
ties  !” 

Dick  pointed  to  Chester. 

“Well,  he  was  just  going  to  strike  Chester  here,  when  I 
called  off  the  strike !” 

Aubrey  kicked  the  snake  along  toward  the  camp  fire. 
“We’d  better  burn  this  thing  up  or  its  mate  will  come  on 
the  trail  of  the  body,  and  one’s  enough  to  tussle  with  in 
one  evening,”  said  he.  , 

Chester  followed  Dick  toward  his  tent  and  curled  up  on 
Sam’s  cot  while  his  friend  donned  the  glory  of  a  real  shirt 
for  a  change  from  the  flannel  one  of  the  every  day  camp 
life. 

“Well,  Dick,”  said  Chester,  “I  think  the  next  time  I  go 
to  reading  books  of  adventure.  I’ll  take  a  shotgun  along. 
There’s  a  good  deal  more  adventure  happening  right  this 
summer  up  here,  in  real  life,  than  I’ve  ever  read  about  in 
books  on  the  subject.” 

Dick  and  the  cripple  chatted  until  our  hero  was  ready 
for  the  return  to  the  hotel. 

“Well,  good-by,  Chester,”  said  Dick.  “See  you  at  the 
parade  of  the  canoes.  I  wish  you  were  going  to  the  base¬ 
ball  dinner.” 

The  little  chap  looked  wistfully  after  his  friend  as  he 
went  down  toward  the  landing. 

“Well,  Dick,”  he  said  with  a  pathetic  droop  to  his 
mouth,  “ma}*be  if  I  ever  get  this  bum  old  leg  of  mine 
fixed,  I  can  play  baseball  like  the  rest  of  you  fellows.  But 
I’m  afraid  it’s  a  long,  long,  long  old  wait!” 

The  honest  tears  were  in  Dick’s  eyes  as  he  paddled  up 
the  lake.  He  felt  rather  selfish  exulting  in  his  own 
strength,  but  what  was  he  to  do  ? 

As  he  passed  the  camp  of  the  Belleville  fellows  he  saw  a 
swift  new  motor  boat  run  out  from  the  camp  landing. 

“Oh,  ho,”  thought  Dick,  looking  carefully.  “I  wonder 
where  that  blew  in  from?” 

As  he  looked  the  boat  came  rounding  out  into  the  lake, 
dangerously  near  him.  He  saw  a  familiar  face  at  the  helm 
of  the  craft. 

“It’s  Henry  Benson,”  thought  Dick.  “I  guess  he’s  tak¬ 
ing  this  chance  to  let  me  see  he  has  a  boat.  Much  good 
may  it  do  him,  that’s  all  I’ve  got  to  say.” 

But  Benson  had  a.  deeper  purpose  than  merely  showing 
off  his  craft.  He  swung  the  tiller  hard  alee  so  that  he 
brought  the  boat  within  a  few  inches  of  Dick’s  light  canoe. 

“Hey,  you  fresh  mug,  look  out  where  you’re  paddling 
in  that  cheap  canoe!”  he  cried. 

Dick  kept  the  balance  of  the  bobbing  boat  with  skillful 
paddle  as  the  launch  went  past. 

“You’d  better  look  where  you  are  going  yourself,  Ben- 
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son,”  said  Dick,  “or  something  dreadful  may  happen  to 
you.  You  seem  to  think  you  own  this  lake 

The  other  chap  laughed  scornfully. 

“Well,  1  guess  this  launch  has  the  kibosh  on  any  bum 
old  canoe.” 

Dick  said  nothing  in  reply,  but  paddled  on  ahead.  He 
was  not  in  tho  mood  to  bandy  words  with  this  Belleville 
fellow  with  whom  he  had  had  so  much  unpleasantness  in 
the  stormy  and  pugilistic  past. 

“Well,  I  see  you’re  bluffed,”  said  Benson,  turning  his 
craft  about  so  as  to  run  close  alongside  the  canoe. 

It  was  very  evident  that  his  intention  was  to  tilt  Dick’s 
boat,  over  if  possible  in  any  way  except  actually  bumping 
into  the  little  craft. 

Benson  was  aware  that  there  was  a  truce  on  between  the 
two  camps — of  the  rival  academies — consequently,  opening 
of  hostilities  would  bring  a  good  deal  of  trouble  on  him¬ 
self. 

But  he  did  so  want  to  play  a  trick  on  Daresome  and 
show  off  his  own  superiority  at  the  same  time. 

Dick  kept  on  his  even  way  with  heroic  calmness. 

“I  mustn’t  forget  that  truce  between  our  camp  and 
theirs,”  he  muttered  to  himself  like  the  honorable  chap 
that  he  was  in  every  respect. 

But  human  nature  cannot  be  squelched  by  truces  or  any¬ 
thing  else  that  has  yet  been  discovered  by  science. 

Benson  was  bringing  his  launch  nearer  and  nearer  the 
canoe  of  the  patient  Dick  Daresome. 

“Say,  cut  this  out,”  said  Dick,  evenly. 

“Cut  what  out?  Cut  out  your  smart  talk  yourself,  or 
you'll  get  a  little  surprise !” 

Benson’s  words  were  ominous.  He  was  evidently  look¬ 
ing  for  some  excuse  to  start  trouble. 

“Well,  my  fresh  friend,”  said  Dick,  “if  you  think  you’re 
going  to  bluff  me  any  longer,  you  get  another  guess  com¬ 
ing.  You  get  out  of  my  path !” 

Benson  laughed  wickedly. 

“Me  get  out  of  yours — why,  you  sneaky  Merrivale  cur — 
Em  the  one  to  do  the  talking  now.  This  is  a  bigger  boat 
and  it  does  not  turn  over  at  the  smallest  bump  like  that!” 

He  swung  the  tiller  and  the  little  canoe  would  have  been 
shoved  over  sideways  if  it  had  not  been  for  Dare^ome’s 
remarkable  skill  with  the  paddle. 

But  that  youth  knew  the  art  of  canoing  as  well  as  he  did 
reading  the  English  language. 

Dick  suddenly  paddled  backward,  and  the  sudden  lurch 
ol  the  power  boat  lost  its  force  and  it  glided  past. 

“Ha,  ha!”  laughed  Dick.  “You  arc  not  as  smart  as 
vou  think  you  are!” 

As  the  other  scowled  at  him,  Dick  mischievously  swished 
his  paddle  across  the  surface  of  the  water. 

Benson,  attired  in  his  very  best  for  the  affair  of  the  even¬ 


ing  at  the  hotel,  was  completely  ducked.  lie  gave  a  cry 
of  rage  and  swung  his  boaj  around. 

“I’ll  run  you  down  for  that,  vou  confounded  mucker!” 
cried  this  fellow'. 

Dick  laughed. 

“Well,  I  just  got  through  dealing  writh  orfe  snake,”  -aid 
he,  “and  I  guess  I  can  attend  to  another  before  sunset — 
just  for  luck!” 


CHAPTER  X. 

THE  MONITOR  AND  MERRIMAO. 

“You  brought  this  on  yourself,  Dick  Daresome!”  cried 
the  furious  Benson. 

He  swung  the  tiller  about  and  threw  on  all  tlie  power 
of  his  new  launch. 

Straight  for  Dick's  canoe  he  bore  down,  and  it  looked 
as  if  Dick  was  going  to  be  smashed  into  splinters  with  his 
delicate  craft. 

“Oh,  you’ve  got  a  lot  to  learn,”  laughed  Daresome,  not 
a  whit  frightened. 

It  looked  for  all  the  world  like  the  battle  between  the 
Monitor  and  the  Merrimac  !* 

Dick’s  tiny  craft,  propelled  only  by  the  paddle  of  its 
owner,  while  the  other  boat  loomed  up  large  in  compari¬ 
son,  with  its  powerful  engines. 

But  the  reader  remembers  how  it  was  in  the  battle  be¬ 
tween  the  two  vessels  of  war.  The  Merrimac  was  so  much 
the  larger  and  its  shots  were  so  hard  to  land  on  the  smaller 
vessel  that  it  lost  the  fight. 

Dick  knew  better  than  his  opponent  guessed  the  bulki¬ 
ness  of  one  of  those  swift  launches. 

“You  can  run  me  down  at  speeding,  but  you  can't  do  ii 
in  quick  side  work,”  murmured  Dick,  as  he  watched  the 
swift  approach  of  the  other’s  boat. 

Closer  and  closer  came  the  prow  of  the  powerful  launch. 

Dick  knew  that  at  last  it  was  time  to  act. 

Suddenly  he  gave  his  own  boat  a  powerful  forward 
stroke,  and  his  canoe  shot  out  of  reach  by  a  cross-cut  «purt, 
while  the  launch  once  more  glided  harmlessly  past. 

“Ha,  ha!  And  another  ha,  ha,  for  luck!"  cried  Dare¬ 
some,  as  the  baffled  Belleville  gnashed  his  teeth  with  rage. 

Neither  of  the  two  saw  a  third  craft  approaching. 

This  happened  to  be  another  canoe  which  put  forth  from 
the  Belleville  camp. 

It  came  up  rapidly,  and  the  two  passengers  in  it  watched 
the  strange  battle  with  queer  feelings. 

As  Dick  let  the  other  boat  glide  past  him,' he  sent  an¬ 
other  spray  of  water  into  the  face  of  his  opponent.  This 
seemed  to  increase  the  fury  of  Benson. 
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"I'll  get  you  this  time,”  he  cried,  and  he  backed  the  boat 
foi  an  instant  and  then  sent  it  ahead  full  speed  in  Dick's 
direction.  1  hus  he  avoided  the  slowness  of  making  a  turn. 

It  looked  as  if  Daresome  were  not  going  to  get  out  of 
the  way  so  nimbly  this  time. 

But  Dick  managed  the  trick.  } 

As  he  gave  a  scornful  laugh,  his  opponent  suddenly 
leaned  over  the  side  and  struck  at  Dick’s  head  with  a  heavy 
engine  wrench  with  good  aim. 

TherbIow  grazed  the  scalp  of  our  hero,  leaving  a  little 
scratch;  by  the  merest  miracle  a  worse  wound  was  avoided. 

Dick  ducked  his  head  and  the  other  laughed. 

This  was  our  hero’s  opportunity  to  retaliate  in  kind.  The 
launch  was  close  by  him  as  it  passed,  and  as  Benson  drew 
back  into  the  boat,  Dick  brought  his  paddle  across  the  fel¬ 
low's  face  with  a  fearful  smack. 


The  smooth  wet  side  gave  a  terribly  painful  blow  without 
inflicting  any  real  damage. 

Y\  ov  .  relied  Benson,  holding  his  head  with  his  hands 
and  moaning  in  pain.-  %  * 

Then  he  forced  himself  to  an  upright  position. 

“  r]1  kil1  y°U  for  this,  Dick  Daresome !”  he  howled,  shak¬ 
ing  his  fist.' 

‘*Ao,  you  won't,”  came  a  curt  voice  behind  Dick’s  back, 
and  our  hero  gazed  askance  over  his  shoulder. 

Th&re  he  beheld  an  elderly  man  in  the  canoe  of  one  of  the 
Belleville  students.  Jack  Chanler. 

“What  is  this  excitement  out  here,  young  man?”  cried 
this  person  whom  Dick  at  once  guessed  to  be  one  of  the 
teachers  of  the  other  Academy  camp. 

“Well,  you  just  saw,”  said  Dick.  “I  didn’t  think  there 
was  any  real  reason  for  such  actions,  but  I’m  not  going  to 
haie  my  canoe  sunk  by  a  fool  and  a  coward  in  a  big  launch 
without  defending  myself,  that’s  all !” 

Dick  s  manly  words  made  a  marked  impression  on  the 

older  man. 


“You  are  quite  right.  I  thought  as  much  when  I  saw 
this  going  on,  and  I  directed  Chanler  to  bring  me  out 
here.  Now,  you,  Benson,  just  take  that  launch  of  yours 
info  camp  and  stay  there  until  further  orders.” 

“What’s  that?”  cried  the  Belleville,  in  the  tones  of  a 
badly  spoiled  little  girl  who  has  been  told  to  take  her  doll 
rags  and  go  back  to  her  own  yard. 


“Just  what  I  said,”  retorted  the  instructor,  “If  you 
don’t  want  to  be  expelled  in  disgrace  from  the  Belleville 
camp,  you  get  in  there  as  T  tell  you.” 

The  fellow  saw  that  his  instructor  was  inexorable. 

With  a  look  of  supreme  hatred  and  malice,  he  turned 
th"  tiller  toward  camp  and  the  boat  sped  along  over  the 
rippling  waters  for  the  landing-place. 

“Now.  young  man,”  said  the  Belleville  instructor.  “We 
have  ah  agreed  to  have  no  dissension  here  on  this  Jake  dur¬ 


ing  the  happy  vacation  time.  Have  no  more  fears.  If 
Benson  attempts  any  more  such  actions  as  I  have  just  seen 
him  try,  he  will  leave  this  district  on  the  quickstep.” 

“Thank  you  for  your  kindness,”  said  Dick  politely,  as 
he  started  up  the  lake. 

“I’ll  just  tell  him  a  little  of  the  law  right  now,  if  you 
will  please  row  ashore,  Chanler,”  said  the  instructor. 
“This  little  pettiness  is  nipped  in  the  bud  right  this  min¬ 
ute!” 

Dick  had  a  different  opinion.' 

“The  leopard  doesn’t  change  his  spots  just  because 
stripes  are  in  style  in  Tigertown,”  muttered  the  lad.  “But 
I'll  just  keep  me  eyes  peeled  for  further  trouble.” 

He  paddled  on  up  the  lake. 

He  could  not  help  an  occasional  chuckle  when  lie  thought 
of  Benson’s  attempt  to  impress  him  with  the  new  launch. 

Soon  Dick  reached  the  hotel,  and  leaving  his  canoe 
moored  with  the  rest,  he  hurried  in  to  the  corner  of  the  big 
dining-room  where  the  victorious  team  was  to  have  its 
supper. 

The  proprietor  of  the  hotel  came  over  to  shake  hands 
with  them  ;  his  face  was  all  smiles.  v 

“Well,  Mr.  Daresome,”  said  he.  “I  was  sorry  you  heat 
our  hotel  boys  here  to-dav — because  it  was  my  hotel — but 
I’m  glad  you  got  rewarded  from  that  clever  work  in  saving 
the  girls.” 

Dick  demurred. 

“Oh,  that  wasn’t  anything  important,”  said  the  youth, 
reddening. 

“Yes,  it  was,”  said  the  proprietor.  “My  own  daughter 
was  there  in  that  crowd.  And  that  swift  ball  might  have 
killed  one  of  those  girls  if  it  had  struck  them.  You  did  a 
clever  act.” 

But  Dick  changed  the  subject  and  soon  they  were  feast¬ 
ing  like  kings  on  the  best  that  the  hotel  afforded. 

After  the  meal  Dick  walked,  out  of  the  dining-room  and 
decided  to  go  down  to  the  float  to  see  if  his  canoe  was  all 
right  for  the  evening’s  fun. 

It  was  merely  a  little  move  of  instinct. 

/ 

But  it  was  a  lucky  one,  for  as  he  walked  forward  he  saw 
a  fellow  crouched  over  his  boat  with  a  knife  in  his  hand. 
This  particular  float  was  around  on  the  far  side  of  the  big 
hotel,  with  most  of  the  guests  around  the  front  for  this 
early  part  of  tire  evening. 

It  was  just  twilight,  but  even  in  that  dim  light,  Dick 
recognized  the  form  as  it  stooped  over  Dick’s  craft. 

“I'll  show  him  a  new  trick  on  my  list!”  muttered  Dick, 
as  be  rushed  forward  with  light  steps. 

The  noise  betrayed  bis  coming,  however,  sooner  than  lie 
wished.  The  lad  at  the  canoe  side  turned  about  and  half 
rose  with  the  knife  poised  in  his  hand. 
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“You  cowardly  sneak  of  a  Benson!"  cried  Dick,  for  it 
was  no  other.  “I'll  teach  you  a  new  snakey  stunt!'’ 

With  the  words  Dick  rushed  for  the  fellow  who  swung 
the  knife  up  for  self  defense. 

Dick  caught  him  by  the  legs  after  lowering  his  head  as 
though  in  a  football  tackle.  Then  our  hero  threw  the 
other  high  and  clear  of  the  canoe  into  the  water. 

Splash ! 

Benson  struck  the  wavelets  with  a  terrible  force  as  if: 
thrown  from  a  catapult.  Dick  had  been  pretty  wrathful, 
and  when  angry  the  lad  could  get  quite  violent. 

“Now,  you  get  out  of  here  before  I  have  you  arrested 
for  the  sneak  that  you  are !  They  have  a  punishment  for 
vandals  here  in  this  State !”  said  Dick. 

The  other  fellow  started  swimming  toward  the  canoes, 
as  if  to  try  again. 

But  Daresome  was  ready  for  him.  He  took  up  a  long 
double-bladed  paddle  from  another  canoe  and  held  it  ready. 

“By  George,  I  vow  if  you  come  near  me  I’ll  bat  you  over 
the  head  with  this.  I’ve  stood  just  enough  monkey  busi¬ 
ness  from  you!” 

His  angry  tones  brought  others  to  his  side,v  and  they 
watched  the  baffled  Benson  swimming  away  to  land  on  the 
shore  further  down  the  bank. 

“I  guess  that  ought  to  teach  him  a  lesson,”  said  Dick. 
“I’m  going  to  keep  guard  of  this  canoe  from  now  on.  He 
was  just  starting  to  cut  the  sides  so  they’d  spring  a  leak. 
I  arrived  just  in  the  nick  of  time.” 

He  straightened  up  and  looked  after  the  disappearing 
figure  of  Henry  Benson. 

Little  did  he  realize  how  trebly  the  fellow  had  been  pun¬ 
ished.  For,  not  only  had  he  been  forbidden  under  pain  of 
expulsion  from  camp,  to  use  his  launch  fon  another  week, 
but  this  was  his  second  change  to  “store  clothes,”  for 
he  had  an  engagement  with  a  girl  at  the  hotel  dance. 
There  were  no  dry  garments  which  he  could  wear  under 
the  circumstances. 

And  so  his  own  malice,  hatred  and  cowardly  tricks  were 
the  cause  of  his  spoiled  fun. 

The  fellow's  tricks  did  not  interfere  with  Dick  Dare- 
some  in  the  tiniest,  for  the  canoe  parade,  with  every  craft 
decorated  with  pretty  Japanese  lanterns,  was  a  great  suc¬ 
cess. 

Colored  lights  were  thrown  on  the  different  boats  as 
they  passed  in  review — lights  so  strong  that  the  faces  of 
the  occupants  were  plainly  visible  to  the  others. 

Y\  hat  was  Bess  Morrison’s  surprise  when  she  beheld  Dick 
Daresome — her  Dick — paddling  peacefully  and  happily 

along  with  a  beautiful  golden  haired  girl  seated  in  his 
canoe. 

“Why,  who’s  that?”  she  gasped. 

Armstrong  shook  his  head.  He  was  also  surprised,  for 


he  had  expected  to  see  Daresome,  his  rival,  completely  di - 
gruntlcd  by  Bess’s  preference. 

Bess  looked  and  looked,  but  she  could  not  place  the 
strange,  beautiful  face. 

The  rest  of  the  canoe  parade  was  not  a  howling  success, 
as  far  as  Bess  and  Stuart  were  concerned.  Despite  the 
beauties  of  the  bobbing  lanterns,  the  singing  of  the  col¬ 
ored  quartette,  mellowed  over  the  water,  and  the  soft  waltz 
cadences  of  the  string  band,  Bess  was  not  enjoying  herself. 

Her  only  replies  to  Armstrong’s  attempts  at  conversation 
or  romantic  tenderness  were  snappy  words  of  one  syllable. 

And  so,  here  was  another  case  of  the  revenge  coming 
back  home,  as  they  say,  like  a  chicken  at  roosting  time. 

“Oh,  I  wish  I  hadn’t  treated  Dick  that  way,”  she 
thought,  but  her  wish  was  tardy  for  school. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

•  * 

dick’s  second  baseball  victory. 

The  dance  that  might  was  a  great  success! 

Bess  looked  daggers  at/the  pretty  girl  with  Dick,  but  that 
astute  youth  seemed  to  care  never  a  fraction ! 

He  did  finally  come  around  for  a  couple  of  dances  quite 
late.  But  by  this  time  Bess  was  too  indignant  to  grant 
him  any. 

“You’d  better  go  and  dance  with  your  friend,”  she  said, 
tartly.  “Who  is  she,  anyway?  Some  girl  from  the  vil¬ 
lage,  I  presume.” 

Dick  laughed  good  naturedlv,  for  he  saw  that  he  turned 
the  joke  on  Bess.  ' 

“No,  you  presume  wrong  this  time,  Bess.  You  wouldn’t 
come  to  the  canoe  parade  with  me,  nor  the  dance,  either. 
So  I  just  invited  one  of  my  friends.  But  she’s  not  from 
the  village.  She’s  from  New  York.” 

Bess  gave  a  little  sniff. 

“Well,  New  York  girls  are  not  very  much,”  said  she. 
“There  are  so  many  thousands  and  hundreds  of  thousands 
of  then:  that  no  one  ever  knows  of  them.” 

Dick  had  angled  for  this,  and  as  he  turned  to  go  for 
another  dance  with  his  partner,  he  gave  Bess  his  parting 
shot  with  a  most  exasperating  grin. 

“Well,  you’ve  probably  heard  of  this  girl,  anvwav M 
said  he.  “Her  name  is  Helen  Ashbilt,  and  she's  one  of  the 
richest  heiresses  in  the  countrv.” 

V 

Bess  looked  after  him  with  a  comical  start  of  surprise. 
Now  she  remembered  the  girl,  for  she  had  been  teased  about 
her  before.  She  gave  her  shoulders  an  angry  shrug  as  she 
turned  toward  some  highly  delighted  lad  who  had  come 
to  claim  a  waltz. 
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“I'll  get  even  with  that  girl  and  with  mean  Dick,  too," 
she  thought  to  herself.  And  she  spent  the  rest  of  the 
dance  trying  to  think  of  some  way  in  which  to  do  it. 

At  l^st  the  party  came  to  an  end. 

The  boys  bade  good-night  and  the  music  died  down  as 
the  school  lads  warbled  songs  together  on  their  canoe  jour¬ 
ney  across  the  lake. 

Henry  Benson,  lying  awake  in  his  cot,  heard  the  mellow 
notes  as  the  Merrivales  passed  the  Belleville  camp  on  the 
way  to  their  own  quarters. 

“Oh,  if  I  could  only  turn  the  hook  onto  that  Daresome !” 
he  groaned,  as  he  smote  the  unoffending  pillow  an  angry 
blow.  ‘‘Ed  give  a  year  of  my  life  to  do  it!” 

Dick  and  his  comrades  reached  camp  late,  very  late,  but 
happy.  It  had  been  a  great  day  for  Merrivale,  and  the 
next  morning  being  Saturday,  they  all  slept  unusually 
late  in  honor  of  the  occasion. 

“Gee,  but  I  feel  as  if  I  had  been  drawn  through  a  knot¬ 
hole  or  a  barbed  wire  fence  !”  said  Dick. 

“Well,  if  it’s  anything  the  way  I  feel,”  said  Sarnf  “it’s 
going  some !” 

Then  Dick  sat  up  with  a  jump. 

He  looked  across  at  his  tentmate’s  cot. 

“Are  you  aware  that  we  have  another  game  to  play  to¬ 
day?”  he  cried.  “I  had  completely  forgotten  about  it!” 

“Who  with?”  asked  Sam,  scratching  his  forehead  sleep¬ 
ily  and  yawning  a  monstrous  vawn  to  show  his  interest. 

“It’s  with  one  of  these  lumber  teams,”  said  Dick.  “Way 
up  the  lake,  some  place.  MacKenzie  arranged  it  for  us 
on  our  schedule,  and  I  guess  it  will  be  a  warm  proposi¬ 
tion  !” 

Sam  took  notice  by  this  time. 

« j  w 

“Well,  if  wc  are  to  win  a  clean  slate  for  this  summer 
season,  we’ve  got  to  get  into  training  for  to-day,”  said  he. 

He  pranced  out  of  bed  and  the  lads  rushed  down  to  take 
their  eye-opener  dip.  No  matter*how  sleepy  they  vmight 
be,  this  daily  plunge  in  the  cool  waters  of  the  lake  was 
bound  to  waken  them  completely. 

They  emerged  wet  and  chilled  but  blithesome,  and  they 
proceeded  to  wake  the  rest  of  the  camp  with  their  yells. 

“Every  one  is  sleeping  this  morning.”  said  Dick.  “I 
hope  the  bacon  and  eggs  are  awake.  Howr  about  it,  Aubrey, 
are  they?” 

He  bellowed  bafck  in  the  direction  of  the  cook  hut  and 
a  roar  came  back. 

“Ye  jest  bet  they’re  awake,  and  ready  when  yeou  air!” 
cried  good  natured  Aubrey. 

Dick  and  Sam  were  first  in  at  the  death,  as  they  say  in 
fox  b  anting.  The  lads  lost  no  time  in  getting  into  their 
to  jgh  clothes  and  their  appetites  were  astounding. 

At  Dick ’h  orders,  the  team  spent  a  couple  of  hours  in 
j  in  !;<■ -ring  up  for  the  afternoon’s  contest. 


“We're  all  going  up  the  lake  witli  you,”  said  MacKen- 
^ie.  “It’s  abopt  a  twelve-mile  paddle,  and  we’ll  be  there 
to  support  you  in  ease  of  any  trouble.” 

“Trouble?”  asked  Dick.  “Is  it  that  sort  of  a  crowd? 
Are  they  trouble  hunters?” 

“If  they  are,”  said  Skinniman  Perkins,  “I’m  going  to 
crotchet  a  real  live  horseshoe  into  my  catcher’s  glove.  It’s 
a  great  friend  in  time  of  need !” 

MacKenzie  smiled. 

“Well,  they  are  a  tough  crowd,  but  I  don’t  suppose  we 
need  worry  about  them.  Just  remember  they,  are  rough, 
and  that  we  mustn’t  show  the  white  feather.” 

“If  they  can  stand  it,  we  can,”  said  Sam,  sniffing  trou¬ 
ble  as  a  hound  scents  faraway  game.  “I’m  willing  to 
stand  as  much  as  the  next  fellow  and  a  little  bit  more!" 

“There  you  go,”  said  Dick  to  his  roommate.  “Always 
hunting  for  scraps.  Some  day  you’ll  get  into  a  real  fight !” 
said  he,  with  a  laugh. 

The  lads  left  after  their  luncheon  time,  with  Aubrey  and 
tlie  colored  waiters  to  guard  the  camp.  The  entire  fifty 
students  in  the  different  canoes,  made  quite  a  formidable 
body  of  voyagers  to  go  the  length'  of  the  lake. 

MacKenzie,  having  known  the  route  long  before,  acted 
as  guide. 

At  last,  after  a  long  ten-mile  paddle,  the  boys  came  to 
the  little  settlement  at  which  the  game  was  to  be  held. 

“Here’s  the  place,”  said  MacKenzie,  “this  is  Doddsville. 
where  the  lumbermen  hang  out  when  they  are  not  hanging 
in  a  saloon.  I  hope  they  are  not  illuminated  for  the  occa¬ 
sion.” 

“So  do  I,”  said  Dick,  who  realized  full  well  that  a  com¬ 
bat  between  such  a  crowd  of  plucky  students  and  rough 
lumb^meii  was  very  apt  to  assume  serious  proportions. 

It  was  time  for  the  game,  and  MacKenzie  led  the  way 
toward  the  settlement  green  where  the  contest  was  to  be 
held. 

Here  already  every  one  in  town,  apparently,  had  assem¬ 
bled  to  watch  local  talent  wallop  the  effete  campers  from 
the  city. 

“Here  come  the  dudes!”  cried  one  lusty-lunged  lum¬ 
berman  with  a  derisive  shout. 

Dick  laughed  good  naturedlv. 

“Well,  1  can’t  see  where  we  look  like  dudes,”  he  said 
to  Skinniman,  as  he  surveyed  his  friends. 

They  were  all  sunburned  and  tanned  like  woodmen,  and 
their  rough  cothes,  heavy  shoes  and  general  get-up  showed 
♦  no  resemblance  to  that  pretty  little  creature  called  the 
“dude.” 

The  lads  had  even  left  their  baseball  uniforms  behind 
them,  for  they  did  not  want  to  look  at  all  different  from  the 
natives  in  the  game. 

0 

“Oh,  well,  Dick,”  said  Sam,  looking  at  the  rough  folk, 
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‘‘I  guess  anything  strange  looks  dressed  up  to  these  peo¬ 
ple.  1  wonder  what  they’d  think  of  Fifth  Avenue,  though? 
It  would  make  them  sit  up  and  look  their  eyes  out  of 
the  sockets  now,  wouldn’t  it?  I’d  like  to  see  them  there!” 

Dick  was  not  worrying  over  the  matter,  though,  for  he 
>aw  that  he  would  have  a  hard  crowd  to  deal  with  and 
that  his  mind  would  have  to  be  devoted  strictly  to  base¬ 
ball. 

“ Where’s  the  umpire?”  asked  Daresome. 

There  was  no  reply.  The  crowd  of  the  rough  villagers 
gathered  around  the  center  of  the  field  looking  at  the  stu¬ 
dents  curiously  and  none  too  affably. 

“Where’s  the  captain  of  your  nine?”  asked  Dick,  still 
trying  to  maintain  his  patience. 

A  big,  overgrown,  underbred  fellow  shambled  up  with 
a  leer. 

“I’m  the  captain,  but  we  didn't  know  ye  war  a  lot  ov 
kids!”  said  this  person,  ungraciously. 

Dick  flushed  at  this  insulting  remark.  They  were  all 
of  them  the  average  age  for  boarding-school  lads — running 
about  eighteen,  and  this  was  not  c|uite  in  the  category  of 
“kids.” 

“Are  you  the  captain  of  the  Doddsville  Baseball  Nine?” 
asked  Dick,  with  icy  politeness. 

“Yes,  I  be.  But  I  says  as  how  we  didn't  know  wve  was 
ter  play  agin  kids!”  snarled  the  fellow,  evidently  misjudg¬ 
ing  the  calibre  of  the  newcomers. 

“Well,  see  here,  my  friend,  we  may  not  be  as  old  as  you, 
but  if  we  didn’t  have  more  brains  in  a  minute  than  you 
seem  to  have  in  a  week,  wTe'd  be  let  loose  to  walk  the  streets 
down  where  we  come  from !”  snapped  out  Dick  Daresome, 
with  sudden  fire.  f 

The  shambling  fellow  started  back  surprised,  at  this  re¬ 
mark;  it  was  a  little  too  much  for  him,  and  he  did  not 
know  whether  it  was  an  insult  or  otherwise. 

Dick  determined  to  have  another  trv. 

C' 

“Well,  whether  we  are  kids  or  not,  we  have  come  up 
here  to  show  vou  some  nointers  in  baseball,  and  we  want 
to  play.  That's  all  we’ve  got  to  say !” 

The  captain  of  the  village  team  still  demurred'. 

“We  don’t  want  to  play  no  kids!"  he  said  again,  and 
the  villagers  crowded  about  him. 

Dick  and  his  friends  got  somo  whisky  breaths  from  the 
assembled  multitudes,  which,  as  Dick  afterward  told  Sam, 
“would  have  been  a  good  starter  for  any  young  man  who 
wanted  to  go  into  the  distillery  business !”  *  * 

“Well,  I  think  you’re  afraid  to  play  us,”  said  Dick,  “for 
wo  are  going  to  knock  the  stuffing  out  of  your  whole  jay 
team  I” 

This  had  the  desired  effect. 

The  captain  of  the  nine  saw  that  he  was  being  ridiculed 


by  some  of  his  own  people.  So  he  pointed  toward  the  dia¬ 
mond  with  a  scowl.  ,  .  f  v 

“We  be’ent  afeered  of  ye,  and  we’re  goin'  ter  beat  ye 
good  an’  hard.  Hut  recollect,  none  of  them  city  tricks,  or 
there  will  be  trouble!”  M 

lie  started  toward  the  diamond  followed  by  his  fellow 
players. 

“Stand  back  there,  boys,  off  the  line  of  the  field,”  di-  . 
rec-ted  Dick  to  his  schoolmates.  “Say,  there,  captain,  won’t 
you  have  the  people  clear  the  field?” 

The  surly  fellow  waved  back  the  crowd  which  reluc¬ 
tantly  left  a  space  for  the  players,  although  none  too  much. 
Thev  were  not  used  to  the  wavs  of  real  baseball,  or  else 

%j  r  * 

were  determined  to  do  their  utmost  to  queer  the  whole  L 
game  if  the  visitors  showed  evidence  of  winning. 

“Now,  where’s  your  umpire?”  asked  Dick. 

A  tall  fellow  came  forward  and  shook  hands  with  the 
Merrivale  captain.  For  a  wonder,  he  looked  brighter  than 
the  rest  and  he  showed  less  of  the  popular  dislike  than  the 
majority. 

Dick  and  the  Doddsville  captain  tossed  up  for  bat. 

Dick  won,  and  the  captain  of  the  other  team  who  was  its 
pitcher  as  well,  stepped  forth  to  the  box,  rudely  worn 
awav  on  the  green  of  the  field. 

Tie  waved  his  arms  like  a  windmill,  teetered  back  and 
forth  in  the  box  and  then  let  loose  a  swift,  powerful  de¬ 
livery,  but  with  absolutely  no  curve  to  it. 

“This  looks  good  to  me,”  chuckled  Daresome  from  his 
position  on  the  greensward  where  he  was  sitting  with  the  _ 
others  of  the  nine. 

. 

“He  has  strength  but  no  skill,”  said  Skinniman. 

This  was  true. 

The  first  fellow  at  the  bat  was  struck  out  by  over-confi- 
dence.  The  next  lad  came  up,  and  to  the  horror  and  sur¬ 
prise  of  the  villagers,  .proceeded  to  wallop  the  ball  way 
down  to  center  field. 

That  player  had  the  ball  in  his  hand  but  muffed  it. 

“Safe !”  cried  the  umpire,  and  there  wasva  groan  of  dis¬ 
sent  from  the  prejudiced  fans  of  the  village. 

But  the  Merrivale  lad  who  made  the  hit  reached  first  iu 
safetv. 


rI  he  next  lad  at  bat  placed  a  short,  low  hit  carefully  past.  “ 
the  pitcher  and  down  the  field  between  center  and  loft 
field  so  well  that  lie  won  another  first  on  it. 

1  here  were  two  men  on  bases,  and  the  batting  order 
had  been  arranged  so  that  Dick  Daresome  was  next  with 
the  stick. 


a  a. 


Soak  ’em,  Dick!”  cried  Sam  Thorpe. 

Dick  stood  up  at  the  bat  with  his  stick  calmly  poised, 
waiting  for  the  rural  pitcher  to  unwind  himself  from  the 
fancy  poses  which  always  accompanied  his  delivery. 
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Evidently  the  fellow  believed  from  Dick's  quietness  that 
the  lad  was  not  very  much  at  the  bat. 


But  he  guessed  wrong,  for  the  very  first  ball  was  sent 
by  the  unerring  Dick  far  out  into  midfield  where  it  rolled 
*  along,  eluding  the  angry  fielder's  chase  until  Dick  had 
brought  in  the  two  other  lads  and  made  a  home  run  him¬ 
self  !  ' 


CHAPTER  XII. 

CONCLUSION. 

A  great  groan  went  up  from  the  villagers  as  they  saw 
this  telling  work. 

But  the  confident  captain  waved  them  to  silence  as  he 
prepared  to  show  them  that  this  was  only  accident. 

Skinniman  followed  Dick  Daresome. 

He  struck  the  ball  for  a  safety  to  second  base! 

“Ooh!”  yelled  the  mob.  “Sss!” 

Dick  could  not  help  laughing,  despite  the  unpleasant 
side  of  it. 

“By  George,  Sam/’  said  he,  “you’d  think  this  was  a 
matter  of  life  and  death,  and  that  these  fellows  were  fight¬ 
ing  in  a  war  or  something  like  that.  They’re  fine  young 
sports !” 

Another  lad  followed  Skinniman  with  a  one-bagger 
which  helped  the  fat  lad  around  to  third  in  the  excite-' 
rnent.  \ 

“Say,  Daresome,”  said  MacKenzie  to  the  captain  of  the 
team,  “this  crowd  is  getting  ugly.  Tell  the  boys  to  be 
very  careful !” 

“All  right,”  said  Dick,  who  had  seen  signs  himself.  “But 
we’re  going  to  play  this  game  the  best  we  pan  and  just 
as  long  as  we  can  !” 

Another  Merrivale  hit  brought  two  more  runs  in  to 
home,  and  by  this  time  the  villagers  were  swarming  on  the 
base  lines. 

They  tried  to  block  off  the  runner. 

Dick  walked  out  to  the  captain  of  the  nine. 

“Say,  are  you  going  to  give  us  a  fair  show?”  he  cried. 
“Why  don’t  you  show  a  little  hospitality?  Drive  those 
people  back  so  we  can  play  decently.  We’d  do  the  same 
for  you  if  you  played  at  our  place.” 

The  fellow  glared  at  the  young  Merrivale  captain,  and 
then  grouch ingly  waved  his  fellows  back  from  the  lines. 

There  were  no  more  runs  that  inning,  thanks  to  the  in¬ 
terference  on  the  baselines. 

But  Dick  did  not  complain  again,  for  he  was  waiting  for 
a  chance  to  retaliate. 

The  Doddsville  players  came  to  the  bat  jubilant. 

They  expected  easy  work  of  it  against  the  youthful  look¬ 
ing  pitcher.  But  Dick  Daresome  was  a  surpriser,  par¬ 
ticularly  for  that  crowd  of  lumber  folk. 

Whizz ! 

The  captain  himself  Jed  off  the  batting,  and  Dick’s 
curve-  completely  baffled  him. 

“Strike!”  called  the  umpire. 

The  man  swung  viciously  at  the  next  pitched  ball  and 


The  umpire  sang  out  with  ringing  tones  the  next  instant 
i  to  record  the  third  failure. 

The  man  threw  down  the  bat  in  fury  as  he  walked  away. 
Skinniman  Perkins  let  forth  a  tickled  “haw,  haw !”  as  he 
did  so. 

“Air  yeou  a-lafThUat  me?”  cried  the  big  rough  captain, 
whirling  about  toward  the  Merrivale  captain. 

“No,  I’m  laughing  at  a  funny  joke  I  read  in  Joe  Miller’s 
Joke  Book  back  in  the  fall  of  sixty-nine!”  retorted  Per¬ 
kins  with  exasperating  politeness. 

Another  Doddsville  champion  stepped  to  the  bat,  equally 
satisfied  with  bis  own  ability  to  show  the  city  fellows  what 
he  could  do  in  the  hitting  (line.  / 

Dick  turned  loose  even  more  fiery  curves  for  the  benefit 

of  this  individual. 

/ 

He  took  each  chance  and  missed,  while  a  perfect  babel 
of  wild  yells  was  going  up  from  the  Doddsville  fans.  They 
were  trying’ their  best  to  rattle  the  visiting  pitcher. 

But  Daresome  was  not  of  the  rattling  kind. 

His  eyes  took  in  the  situation  and  he  determined  to  strike 
out  the  next  man,  even  though  he  was  sure  that  it  would 
precipitate  trouble. 

“I’ll  never  give  them  the  satisfaction  of  gettmg  to 
base!”  he  muttered. 

This  man,  too,  fell  an  easy  victim  to  Dick’s  well  trained 
curves  and  the  inning  was  over. 

As  the  lads  ran  in  toward  home  there  was  a  growing 
murmur  among  the  spectators. 

“Drive  ’em  off  the  field!” 

“Let’s  chase  the  dudes  home!”  ^ 

Such  were  a  few  of  the  more  polite  remarks  which  came 
to  the  ears  of  the  Merrivales.  But  they  gamely  stuck  to 
their  game  despite  it  all. 

“Let  every  fellow  get  one  of  the  bats,”  whispered  Dick 
to  Sam.  He  was  a  prophet  in  this  case,  and  he  slyly 
passed  the  heavy  sticks  to  the  different  members  of  the 
team. 

It  was  well  done.  N 

Just  at  that  instant  Wallace  Clark  handed  out  a  high  fly 
which  soared  past  the  farthest  fielder,  but  the  lad  did  not 
run  to  the  base. 

The  crowd  had  surged  angrily  forward  and  was  closing 
in  about  the  members  of  the  victorious  team. 

“Stand  back,  there !”  commanded  MacKenzie,  rushing 
forward  to  the  side  of  Daresome. 

As  he  did  so,  a  rough  fist  shot  out  and  caught  him  in 
the  jaw. 

MacKenzie  had  never  shown  the  lads  any  of  his  pugilis¬ 
tic  abilities  before.  But  on  this  occasion  he  gave  them 
several  good  occasions  to  admire  his  ability. 

He  returned  the  compliment  to  the  owner  of  the  fist 
with  such  telling  effect  that  the  latter  sank  down  in  a 
Jimp  heap.  This  quick  action  caused  a  lull  for  an  instant. 

MacKenzie  called  to  the  umpire. 

“What  about  this  game,  Mr.  Umpire?  Do  you  stand 
by  as  an  official  and  see  us  treated  this  way?” 

“No,”  cried  the  umpire,  who  was  brave  enough  to  think 
for  himself  and  to  act  squarely.  “1  call  the  game  and 
give  it  to  the  visiting  team  by  default  on  account  of  this 
interference.” 

His  words  were  the  signal  for  a  grand  rush  at  the  visi¬ 
tors.  At  the  same  time  the  Merrivale  players  swung  their 
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hast  'ball  bats  high  in  air  and  a  few  avcII  delivered  blows 
kept  the  crowd  back. 

The  rest  of  the  students  rushed  up,  and  after  a  brief 
melee,  Dick  managed  to  gather  his  forces  together. 

“Fellows,  there’s  no  need  of  carrying  this  on  further; 
these  robbers  up  here  are  a  bunch  of  crooks  and  cowards, 
and  they  are  afraid  to  attack  us  singly.  They’re  afraid  to 
play  their  game  out.  Let’s  heat  it!” 

At  his  word  they  started  in  close  formation  for  the  lake¬ 
side. 

The  crowd  of  villagers  and  roughs  surged  about  them, 
hut  the  use  of  the  baseball  bats  managed  to  convince  them 
of  their  right  places. 

At  last  the  water  front  was  reached,  but  here  a  new 
problem  was  encountered. 

For  the  bank  was  covered  with  boulders,  and  it  was  too 
great  a  temptation  for  the  willing  villagers.  The  stones 
began  to  fly,  and  a  safe  departure  seemed  impossible. 

Suddenly  two  men  in  blue  coats  came  galloping  down 
the  street,  mounted  on  heavy  old  horses. 

“What’s  that?”  cried  Sam. 

“I  don’t  care  what  it  is,  so  long  as  they  help  us,”  said 
Dick,  as  they  charged  again  and  again  at  the  crowd  to  be 
met  by  painful  volleys  of  the  stones. 

The  two  men  happened  to  be  the  village  constables,  tak¬ 
ing  a  late  but  welcome  part  in  the  festivities  of  the  occa¬ 
sion. 

“Stand  back,  there !”  cried  one,  driving  his  horse  straight 
into  the  crowd. 

The  other  did  £he  same  on  the  opposite  side.  In  a  little 
bit  these  two  men  had  the  small  riot  quieted.  But  now  a 
new  disorder  broke  forth. 

As  the  boys  were  filing  into  their  canoes  with  the  armed 
constables  guarding  their  retreat,  Dick  directed  operations, 
holding  his  bat  in  one  hand  and  his  small  .pitcher’s  glove 
in  the  other. 

At  this  instant  a  man  rushed  from  the  crowd  straight 
toward  Dick. 

“Gi’mme  that  glove,  ye  goldurned  thief !”  cried  this  fel¬ 
low,  who  was  the  captain  and  pitcher  of  the  other  nine. 

“What  glove?”  cried  Dick,  turning  wrathfully  about  at 
this  message. 

“That  glove  on  yer  hand  there!”  cried  the  ugly  fellow, 
rushing  toward  Dick.  “Constable,  he’s  stealin’  my  glove.” 

Daresome  stepped  back,  turning  to  face  the  fellow’s  ap¬ 
proach. 

“You  contemptible  liar,  you  never  had  a  glove  in  your 
life,  I’ll  bet !  This  glove  has  my  initials  on  it,  right  here !” 

But  the  fellow  knew  as  well  as  Dick  did  that  the  .glove 
was  not  his.  He  was  merely  trying  to  work  a  little  game 
as  a  final  shot. 

He  struck  a  Tartar  in  Dick  Daresome,  however. 

As  he  rushed  up  toward  Dick  with  hand  outstretched, 
cur  hero  suddenly  dropped  his  bat  from  his  right  hand 
and  caught  the  other’s  hand  with  his  own. 

He  gave  it  a  queer  wrench,  twisted  it  inward,  and  then 
shot  it  straight  back. 

The  man  gave  a  yell  of  anguish  and  grabbed  his  aching, 
numb  arm.  Dick  had  worked  a  trick  of  Japanese  wrest¬ 
ling,  or  “jiu  jitsu,  ’  as  it  is  called  in  the  native  tongue, 
which  left  the  sinews  strained  for  many  days. 

It  was  quick  retribution. 


The  fellow  whirled  about  to  attack  the  youth  anyway. 

Dick  was  now  ready  for  him  again,  however,  and  he 
swung  a  beautiful  uppercut  which  laid  the  rascal  out  on 
the  sloping  bank. 

Then  Daresome  turned  and  clambered  into  liis  own  canoe 
after  calmly  picking  up  his  bat. 

The  Merrivales  paddled  briskly  out  of  stonethrow,  and 
then  the  constables  relaxed  their  efforts  to  hold  the  crowd  * 
at  the  top  of  the  bank. 

“Gee,  but  that  was  a  hot  experience,”  gasped  Dick, 
slowly  regaining  his  composure,  and  he  and  his  companion, 
Alan  Brownson,  paddled  along  together. 

“Let's  give  them  a  Merrivale  cheer,  boys,”  said  Mac- 
Kenzie,  as  he  rubbed  a  skinned  jaw.  “We  licked  them 
anyway !” 

The  lads  let  forth  the  Academy  yell  with  all  their  pent- 
up  feelings. 

Then  they  paddled  back  to  the  faraway  camp.  They  re¬ 
turned  home  much  earlier  than  they  expected,  because  of 
the  shortness  of  the  game. 

But  even  at  that,  one  of  the  crowd  was  more  than 
pleased.  This  was  no  other  than  our  friend  Dick,  who 
hurried  into  some  presentable  clothes  and  started  across  the 
lake  without  more  ado. 

“Where  are  you  going,  Dick?”  called  Sam  from  the 
landing  place. 

“Oh,  just  up  to  the  hotel  to  have  a  little  Peace  Con¬ 
ference,  Sam !”  * 

That  was  all  that  Daresome  would  say  to  his  roommate, 
but  he  had  a  great  deal  more  to  say  to  his  sweetheart  when 
he  found  her  on  one  of  the  breezy  verandas  of  the  Rodney 
House. 

And  what  he  seemed  to  say  apparently  was  just  what  the 
circumstances  needed,  for  the'  two  of  them  went  canoeing 
for  a  very  happy  hour  before  supper  time. 

“Are  you  really  in  love  with  that  Helen  Ashbilt,  Dick?” 
asked  Bess,  girl-like. 

“By  advice  of  counsel,  I  refuse  to  answer  your  question,” 
said  Dick.  “But  I’ll  give  you  ten  guesses!” 

And,  strange  to  say,  Bess  guessed  right  the  very  first 
time. 

THE  END. 


“DICK  DARE  SOME'S  CANOE  RACE;  OR,  PAD¬ 
DLING  FOR  THE  CHAMPIONSHIP,”  is  a  tale  of  out¬ 
door  sport  and  adventure  which  exceeds  in  interest  any  of 
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The  price  of  black  diamonds,  used  for  core  rock  drills,  hav¬ 
ing  risen  in  forty  years  from  three  dollars  to  fifty  dollars  per 
carat,  a  substitute  for  them  has  long  been  sought.  One  such 
substitute  is  furnished  by  the  shot  drill,  invented  by  Mr.  Davis, 
an  Australian.  In  this  machine  the  place  of  the  diamond- 
cutters  is  taken  by  chilled  steel  shot,  fed  through  a  hollow  rod 
in  the  drill,  which  wear  away  the  rock  by  a  crushing  or  grind¬ 
ing  action.  A  machine,  recently  tested  in  New  York,  easily 
cut  through  a  mass  of  brick  and  cement,  and  even  through 


embedded  plates  of  cast  iron,  making  smooth  cores  of  four 
feet  in  length. 


ble  person  would  not  be  ashamed  to  be  seen  purchasing  the 
most  wicked  looking  knife  ever  made,  but  who  would  know 
where  to  get  a  jimmy  or  a  device  for  drilling  into  a  safe  or 
any  of  the  many  tools  used  by  the  professional  burglar  in  the 
pursuit  of  his  calling?  There  probably  are  places  in  the  large 
cities  where  these  things  are  made  and  sold  to  the  users,  but 
such  places  are  exceedingly  scarce.  It  may  seem  a  little 
strange  to  learn  that  most  of  the  tools  used  in  burglaries  are 
made  by  mechanics  who  are  looked  upon  as  respectable  men  in 
the  community.  When  a  burglar  wants  any  particular  tool 
made  he  goes  to  a  mechanic  who  can  do  the  job  and  pays  him 
perhaps  five  times  what  it  is  actually  worth  for  making  the 
tool  and  keeping  quiet  about  it.  Many  detectives  can  recall 
cases  of  this  kind  that  have  come  to  light  in  London.  One  in 
particular  occurred  some  years  ago  when  an  escaped  convict 
named  Williams  went  to  a  blacksmith  in  the  East  End  and 
got  him  to  make  a  lot  of  drills  to  be  used  in  safe  cracking.  He 
personally  superintended  the  tempering  of  the  steel,  but  when 
the  job  was  nearly  completed  it  leaked  out  and  Williams  was 
arrested.  In  this  instance  the  blacksmith  knew  nothing  of  the 
use  to  wThich  the  tools  were  to  be  put.  Most  of  the  tools  used 
by  burglars  are  secured  in  the  same  way.  The  only  regular 
establishment  ever  discovered  where  they  were  mad£  was  in 
the  East  End.  This  was  years  ago  and  the  place  was  soon 
pounced  upon. 

- 11  ^  ■  K-  11 - 

RIB  TICKLERS. 


“Why  are  some  people  so  conceited,  Edith?H  “That’s  so 
easy,  Jack.”  “Is  it?”  “Yes.”  “Well,  I  don’t  hear  your  an¬ 
swer.”  “Because  they  are  men.” 


They  are  having  quite  exciting  times  at  the  home  of  Ellmer 
Dare,  in  Harmony,  Me.  June  9  the  place  was  visited  by  spirits, 
hobgoblins,  or  some  other  obnoxious  unearthly  creatures.  The 
family  was  awakened  in  the  night  by  cider  and  vinegar  barrels 
being  rolled  over  in  the  cellar,  doors  slamming,  chairs  tipped 
over,  and  other  noises  too  numerous  to  mention.  The  neigh¬ 
bors  were  called  in  by  telephone  and  watched  all  night,  but 
failed  to  locate  the  cause  of  the  disturbance.  The  next  three 
nights  the  same  mysterious  doings  were  repeated,  and  several 
windows  were  broken.  Although  there  was  a  bright  moon  and 
several  men  watched  the  place,  they  failed  to  discover  any 
cause  for  the  unusual  commotion. 


Little  Joe — Oh,  mamma!  Look  at  the  poor  little  dog  without 
a  tail!  The  people  who  own  him  ought  to  attend  to  it! 
Mamma — But  what  could  they  do?  Little  Joe — Why,  they 
could  take  him  to  a  tailor  and  have  a  new  tail  made. 

Harold  was  going  to  a  party  that  evening.  As  the  wTeather 
was  rather  doubtful,  his  father  gave  him  a  half-dollar  and 
told  him  to  get  a  cab  if  it  rained  when  he  came  home.  It  did 
rain  and  rained  hard.  When  Harold  came  home  he  was 
drenched.  “I  thought  I  told  you  to  get  a  cab  if  it  rained,” 
said  his  father.  “And  so  I  did,”  was  the  reply.  “I  had  a 
dandy  ride,  and  came  home  on  top,  beside  the  driver.” 


Designed  to  pierce  and  fire  the  gasbag  of  the  Dreadnought 
of  the  air;  The  Krupp  6.5-centimetre  gun  for  fighting  dirigible 
balloons  (and  the  Zeppelin  at  various  heights).  No  sooner 
had  the  airship  become  a  factor  to  be  reckoned  with  in  war 
time  than  the  gunmakers  set  about  the  designing  of  a  weapon 
by  which  dirigible  balloons  might  be  destroyed.  Such  a 
weapon  is  the  Krupp  6.5-centimetre  gun.  It  has  been  argued 
that  it  is  not  easy  to  hit  a  dirigible  balloon,  nor  is  it;  but,  on 
the  other  hand,  it  must  be  remembered  that  such  an  airship  as 
the  Zeppelin  offers  a  mark  that  is  scarcely  smaller  in  size  than 
the  Dreadnought.  For  their  gun  Messrs.  Krupp  have  made  a 
special  burning  shell,  intended  to  pierce  the  envelope  of  the 
balloon  and  fire  the  gas.  The  ordinary  projectile  passes 
through  the  gasbag  and  does  no  more  harm  than  make  a 
eouple  of  holes.  The  special  shell  can  be  used  also  against 
aeroplanes,  though  in  that  case  it  does  not  fire,  but  acts  as  an 
ordinary  projectile. 

Every  little  while,  said  a  London  detective,  recently,  the 
ponce  arrest  a  roan  with  a  set  of  burglar’s  tools  in  his  posses¬ 
sor,  a r,d  one  naturally  wonders  where  they  all  come  from. 
It  h  eaay^to  buy  a  gun  of  any  description,  and  the  most  reputa¬ 


The  secretary  of  one  of  the  college  classes  at  Princeton,  in 
sending  out  each  year  a  list  of  questions  to  be  answered  by 
members  of  the  class,  in  order  that  the  results  may  be  duly 
tabulated  and  set  forth  in  the  university  annual,  is  said  always 
to  include  in  his  list  this  question;  “Are  you  engaged?”  It 
would  seem  that  one  of  the  members  was  cursed  with  doubt 
in  this  respect,  for  in  the  blank  space  given  over  to  the  query 
mentioned  he  made  his  return  as  follows;  “Do  not  know.  Am 
awaiting  letter.” 

In  one  of  the  technical  schools  of  this  city  an  instructor  was 
one  day  having  some  difficulty  with  a  certain  student,  who 
seemed  not  entirely  to  grasp  the  idea  of  perspective.  “You 
understand,”  said  the  teacher,  “that  the  farther  one  goes  from 
any  object,  the  smaller  it  appears.”  The  pupil  shook  his  head 
doubtfully.  “I'm  not  so  sure  about  that,”  said  he.  Where¬ 
upon  the  instructor  was  provoked  and  not  a  little  surprised 
at  such  ignorance  and  obstinacy,  to  which  feeling  he  gave 
utterance.  “Oh,  it’s  all  right  as  to  some  things,”  said  the 
pupil,  “but  not  all.  But  take,  for  instance,  the  case  of  a  $5 
bill.” 
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THIRTEEN  AT  TABLE 


By  Paul  Braddon. 


I  am  well  aware  the  subject  I  am  taking  up  is  a  well-worn 
one.  Indeed,  it  seems  almost  impertinent  to  approach  it  at  all. 
However,  the  interest  of  “trenching  on  the  boundaries  of  an¬ 
other  world,”  still  seems  adequate  to  the  inexhaustible  supply 
of  ghost  stories  at  most  persons’  command,  so  I  will  venture 
to  add  to  the  list  of  those  which  have  already  appeared  in 
these  pages,  by  relating  two  or  three  strange  facts  which  have 
come  within  the  range  of  my  own  personal  experience.  The 
first  was  related  to  me  not  long  ago  by  a  captain  in  the  navy. 
It  will,  perhaps,  be  more  forcible  if  given  in  the  narrator’s 
own  words: 

“When  I  was  a  sub-lieutenant  on  board  the - ,  stationed 

at  Marseilles,  an  event  happened  which  made  a  remarkable  im¬ 
pression  upon  me.  The  doctor  of  our  ship  was  a  great  friend 
of  mine.  He  was  a  clever,  and  thoroughly  estimable  man,  but 
he  had  one  failing.  He  was  extremely  superstitious.  No  old 
woman  ever  gave  more  credence  to  signs  and  ohfens  than  he 
did,  and  he  was  an  almost  abject  fatalist. 

“One  evening  we  had  all  sat  down  to  dinner  in  the  ward¬ 
room,  the  doctor  presiding  at  the  head  of  the  table.  We  were 
as  usual  a  very  merry  party,  and  jokes  were  circulating  freely. 
The  soup  and  fish  had  just  been  removed,  when  we  observed 
the  doctor’s  face  suddenly  change,  whije  he  looked  around 
with  an  expression  of  great  anxiety. 

“  ‘Halloo,  doctor!’  one  or  two  of  us  exclaimed,  ‘what’s  the 
matter?’ 

“His  face  grew  whiter  and  whiter,  and  rising  up,  he  said, 
in  a  voice  trembling  with  emotion: 

“  ‘Stop  the  dinner.  For  God’s  sake,  stop  the  dinner!’ 

“  ‘Why?’  was  the  simultaneous  query. 

“  ‘We  are  thirteen  at  table!’ 

“A  loud  laugh  greeted  this  reply. 

“  ‘Is  that  all?’  we  asked,  for  we  thought  the  doctor  must  at 
least  have  discovered  that  the  soup  and  fish  were  poisoned. 

“  ‘We  must  not  go  on.  It  is  certain  death  to  one  of  us,’ 
gasped  the  doctor;  ‘we  must  send  for  some  one  else  directly  to 
make  up  fourteen.’ 

“In  vain  we  laughed  and  protested.  In  vain  we  endeavored 
to  point  out  that  the  harm,  if  any,  was  already  done.  Nothing 
would  satisfy  the  doctor  but  that  a  fourteenth  should  be  pro¬ 
cured,  at  all  hazards.  We  grew  weary  of  opposition  and  our 
dinner  was  growing  cold,  so  at  last  we  yielded,  and  the  mess 
steward  was  dispatched  on  deck  to  find  the  first  person  he 
could.  He  pitched  upon  a  man  on  watch,  a  gunner  named 
John  May. 

“The  dinner  proceeded  as  merrily  as  ever,  our  rough  and 
somewhat  bashful  guest  appearing  to  enjoy  our  good  fare.  At 
dessert  the  hilarity  reached  its  height,  and  we  proposed  song 
after  song,  and  toast  after  toast.  When  it  came  to  John  May’s 
turn  to  sing,  he  curiously  enough  selected  the  old  rhyme: 

“  ‘For  who  can  tell  where  wre  may  be, 

To  be  happy  another  year?’ 

"We  all  seized  the  idea  as  appropriate  after  the  doctor’s 
croaking,  and  we  shouted  out  the  chorus  with  loud  laughter 
and  many  sidelong  hits  at  his  superstition.  He  still  seemed 
very  uneasy,  and  when  dinner  was  over,  he  said  to  me: 

"  ‘Ah!  you  young  fellows  may  laugh,  but  mark  my  words, 
something  will  come  of  this!  If  I  had  only  discovered  it  in 
time!’  • 

"  ‘Before  the  soup  came  round?’  I  answered,  laughing.  ‘No. 
don’t  wish  that,  sir,  or  It  would  have  grown  cold  while  we 
were  waiting  for  number  fourteen.’ 


"The  doctor  groaned  and  turned  away. 

“It  may  scarcely  be  believed,  but  it  is  an  actual  fact,  that 
before  two  months  had  passed,  I  and  several  others  who  had 
been  present  at  tlife  dinner,  assisted  in  dragging  the  corpse  of 
poor  John  May  out  of  the  harbor.  He  had  fallen  into  the 
water  while  stepping  over  some  barges  to  reach  the  ship's 
boat  which  was  lying  beyond  them,  and  was  almost  instantly 
drowned.” 

The  second  incident  I  have  to  relate  happened  to  a  young 
married  lady.  She  was  a  gentle,  Madonna-like  creature,  the 
very  last  person  in  the  world  who  would  seem  a  likely  subject 
for  supernatural  experiences.  She  lived  with  her  husband  in 
a"  country  rectory  some  miles  from  a  town.  At  the  time  I 
speak  of,  she  was  confined  to  her  bed,  recovering  from  an 
illness,  the  nature  of  which  rendered  it  necessary  that  she 
should  be  carefully  guarded  from  any  kind  of  shock. 

One  day,  on  awakening  from  a  long  sleep,  she  said  to  her 
husband,  who  was  sitting  beside  her: 

“William,  I  have  had  such  a  curious  dream.  I  thought  I 

saw  your  mother.  Lady - ,  lying  on  a  bed  in  the  middle  o? 

the  room,  quite  stiff,  with  a  sheet  thrown  over  her  as  if  she 
were  dead.  Has  anything  happened?” 

Her  husband  soothed  her,  and  assured -her  that  it  was  but 
imagination,  as  he  had  heard  no  bad  news.  However,  shortly 
afterward,  she  said  again: 

“I  am  sure  something  has  happened.  I  w7as  half  asleep  just 
now,  and  I  thought  I  saw  a  man  on  horseback  come  to  the 
back  kitchen  window  and  deliver  a  telegram  written  on  black- 
edged  paper.” 

Her  husband  endeavored  to  calm  her  fears,  but  she  wras 
strongly  impressed  with  a  sense  of  impending  evil,  which 
neither  his  exertions  nor  those  of  the  nurse  could  succeed  in 
dispelling. 

That  same  afternoon  a  telegram  was  delivered  at  the  house 
exactly  in  the  manner  Mrs.  -  had  foreseen,  with  the  ex¬ 

ception  of  the  paper  not  being  black-edged.  It  contained  the 
intelligence  that  her  husband’s  mother  had  actually  died  at 
Wiesbaden  on  the  preceding  day!  A  photograph  of  that  lady 

wms  taken  after  her  death,  on  seeing  which  Mrs.  - declared 

that  it  precisely  resembled  the  figure  she  had  beheld  in  her 
dream. 

The  third  coincidence  of  the  kind  wilich  has  come  under 
my  notice  is  a  well-authenticated  one,  as  it  happened  to  my 
own  mother.  She  was  then  a  girl  of  fifteen,  living  in  a  se¬ 
cluded  country  house  in  Ireland,  and  at  the  time  I  speak  of. 
most  of.  the  family  were  away,  and  she  was  at  home  alone 
wdth  a  governess  who  had  long  been  in  delicate  health.  One 
summer’s  evening  this  lady  was  lying  on  the  sofa  in  the 
schoolroom,  near  a  long  French  window  wrhicli  opened  on  to 
the  lawn.  My  mother  was  sitting  opposite  to  her,  reading, 
wiien,  happening  to  look  up  from  her  book,  she  saw7  entering 
through  the  window  a  spectral-looking  man.  whose  outline  was 
not  clearly  distinguishable  in  the  twilight,  and  wiio  advanced 
to  the  sofa  where  the  governess  was  lying,  seemed  to  clasp 
her  in  his  arms,  and  then  as  suddenly  disappeared.  My  mother 
uttered  a  loud  scream,  and  her  governess  starting  up.  asked  her 
what  was  the  matter. 

“Did  you  not  see  that  man?"  cried  my  mother.  wi\o  was 
almost  fainting  with  terror.  "Did  you  not  feel  him  clasp  you 
in  his  arms?  What  could  he  w7ant?  Was  he  a  robber?  Oh. 
he  looked  so  dreadful!”  , 

As  usual  in  Ireland,  there  were  a  great  many  tramps  about 
thex  place,  and  there  were  frequent  disturbances  among  the 
peasantry.  The  governess,  though  she  had  seeu  and  felt  noth¬ 
ing.  was  seriously  alarmed.  The  whole  house  was  aroused, 
and  the  servants,  armed  with  pitchforks,  fire-irons,  sticks,  and 
every  weapon  they  could  lay  their  hands  upon,  went  out  to 
search  the  grounds  for  the  mysterious  stranger  my  mother, 
“Miss  Fanny,”  had  seen. 
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However,  no  trace  of  any  one— no  footsteps  could  be  dis¬ 
covered,  and  at  last  the  search  was  abandoned,  and  “Miss 
t  ann\  was  sent  to  bed,  rather  in  disgrace  for  having  given 

*  so  much  trouble  abolit  a  supposed  robber,  who  had  only  listed 
in  her 'imagination. 

My  mother  could  not  forget  it,  and  was  positive  she  had 

t  seen  the  man  enter  the  room.  Exactly  upon  that  clay  month 
the  governess  died.  Some  time  afterward  a  portion  of  the 
house  in  which  my  mother  lived  was  pulled  down,  and  a  new 
wing  was  added,  which  occasioned  various  excavations  to  be 
made.  During  these  a  quantity  of  human  remains  were  dis¬ 
covered,  which  gave  rise  to  the  supposition  that  the  house 
must  have  been  built  on  the  site  of  an  old  graveyard.  Imme¬ 
diately  under  the  window'  of  the  schoolroom,  which  was  in  the 
oldest  part  of  the  building,  the  whole  skeleton  of  a  man  was 

*  disinterred.  Whether  this  may  in  any  way  account  for  the 
appearance  of  the  mysterious  figure  which  my  mother  to  this 
day  remembers,  can  only  be  conjectured. 

Still,  there  are  people  wrho  believe  in  ghosts,  or  believe  they 

*  do. 

- » «  "wii  ■  tm*  ■  *  t 


THE  WOODCUTTER 


There  were  two  woodcutters  who  were  neighbors  and  friends. 
They  were  poor,  but  contented,  for  they  had  been  accustomed 
to  poverty  from  their  birth,  and  knew  nothing  better.  Their 
wants  w^re  few,  and  these  were  supplied  by  their  strong  arms. 
Every  morning  they  went  together  to  their  work,  and  in  the 
evening  returned  together.  For  twenty  years  they  led  this 
*»  toilsome  and  harmless  life  without  complaint. 

One  of  them  had  become  the  father  of  two  children,  a  son 
and  daughter;  and  this  greatly  increased  his  expenses  and 
anxieties.  Nevertheless,  by  an  increase  of  labor  and  economy, 
the  children  were  well  reared.  But  it  happened  that  one  day 
in  winter,  when  he  was  without  both  bread  and  money,  a  terri¬ 
ble  storm  came  on,  and  prevented  him  from  going  to  his  work. 
*  He  promised  himself  that  the  next  day  should  relieve  his  ne¬ 
cessities;  and  no  sooner  had  it  dawned,  than  the  two  comrades 
set  off  for  the  forest.  But  the  cold  was  so  severe,  and  the  snow 
so  deep,  that  after  having  gone  a  few  steps,  the  one  who  was 
*not  a  father,  despairing  of  being  able  to  work,  gave  it  up  and 
returned  home.  > 

The  poor  father,  pressed  by  want,  his  wife  and  children  in 
the  sufferings  of  hunger,  continued  his  way  in  spite  of  cold 
and  snow,  and  began  to  labor  with  courage.  It  was  not  long, 
however,  before  his  stiffened  hands  let  fall  Ihe  wedge,  and  he 
was  obliged  to  yield. 

Without  resource  or  hope,  overwhelmed  by  the  rigors  of 
his  fate,  he  wept  bitterly.  What  would  become  ot  him?  What 
awaited  him  on  his  return  home?  His  children  holding  out 
•their  hands  for  bread,  his  wife  in  tears;  or,  perhaps,  mad¬ 
dened  by  distress.  He  begged  that  he  might  die.  A  voice 
called  to  him  from  the  forest  depths,  demanding  of  him  why 
he  thus  wept  and  prayed. 

. 1  “I  am  a  most  wretched  father,”  he  replied;  “born  in  poverty, 
cursed  of  Heaven,  hating  life,  yet  not  permitted  to  die!  ’ 
“Console  yourself,”  said  the  voice.  “I  pity  you.  I  wish  to 


make  you  happy.” 

it  then  told  him  of  a  certain  place  in  his  orchard  where 
was  hidden  a  treasure,  and  after  having  exhorted  him  to 
m&Ke  a  good  use  of  his  wealth,  to  relieve  the  poor  with  it,  and 
v,  merit  favor  and  blessing  by  virtuous  conduct,  ordered  him 
»  o  be  a  the  ';ame  spot  in  the  forest  at  the  end  of  a  year. 

The  woodcutter  prostrated  himself  in  thanks  to  his  bene¬ 
factor,  and  returned  to  his  cabin,  intoxicated  with  the  pros¬ 
it  of  the  pleasure  he  should  bestow  upon  his  family. 


His  wife  had  waited  for  him  with  all  the  impatience  of  dis¬ 
tress,  her  eyes  constantly  turned  in  the  direction  of  the  forest. 
Finally,  she  perceived  him  on  his  way,  with  his  ass  and  his 
ax,  but  without  a  faggot  of  wood.  Her  distress  and  that  of  her 
children  could  no  longer  be  restrained;  their  sobs  burst  forth 
— the  mother  rushed  wildly  from  the  house. 

“Bread — bread!”  she  cried;  “give  me  bread,  or  kill  me  with 
my  children!  ” 

The  husband  told  her  all  that  had  happened — his  despair— 
the  voice — and  the  gift  that  had  been  promised.  They  both 
ran  to  the  orchard,  and  searched  it  with  eagerness.  They 
finally  discovered  there  the  promised  treasure,  that  which  they 
believed  would  put  an  end  to  all  their  troubles. 

They  were  careful,  however,  not  to  show  such  ease  of  cir¬ 
cumstance  as  would  betray  them,  and  perhaps  tempt  to  rob¬ 
bery.  ,The  husband  continued  for  a  while  to  go  to  the  wood 
as  formerly;  but  he  got  tired  of  toil,  now  that  it  was  not  im¬ 
posed  by  necessity,  and  finally  renounced  it  entirely  and 
bought  a  house  and  lands.  And,  as  if  to  compensate  for  all 
his  years  of  denial,  he  seemed  to  think  of  nothing  but  how  he 
might  procure  pleasure.  So  long  as  he  was  poor  he  had 
neither  relatives  nor  friends;  now  that*  he  was  rich,  friends 
gathered  thick  about  him,  and  he  found  himself  related  to 
everybody. 

The  year  rolled  around,  and  he  returned  to  the  forest,  as  he 
had  been  bidden.  He  called  to  the  voice  that  had  spoken  to 
him  there. 

t  * 

“What  would  you  here?”  it  answered.  “Do  you  need  any¬ 
thing  more?  Speak,  for  I  am  resolved  to  make  you  happy.” 

The  woodcutter  replied  that  his  wealth  was  sufficient,  but 
he  wished  for  honor,  and  demanded  to  be  made  provost  of  the 
place. 

The  voice  promised  him  this,  exhorted  him  anew  to  be  a 
good  man,  and  enjoined  that  he  should  return  to  the  same 
spot  at  the  end  of  the  second  year. 

The  churl  was  made  provost,  but  this  dignity  only  added 
pride  to  his  other  vices,  and  increased  his  license  by  the  im¬ 
punity  it  secured  to  him.  He  now  forgot  entirely  his  old  friend 
and  neighbor,  the  companion  of  his  early  toil.  Every  day  he 
saw  the  poor  man  return  from  the  forest,  and,  far  from  help¬ 
ing,  pretended  not  to  know  him,  and  seemed  to  regard  as  a 
dream  the  time  when  he  himself  had  led  the  same  life  as  he 
did. 

At  the  end  of  a  year  he  returned  to  the  forest.  His  ambi¬ 
tion  had  increased  with  his  fortune,  and  he  now  demanded 
for  his  daughter  the  honor  of  a  marriage  with  a  neighboring 
provost,  and  a  hishopric  for  his  son,  who  had  become  a  learned 
man.  These  things  were  granted  him,  a  meeting  appointed 
for  the  following  year,  and  such  indulgence  shown  him  that  no 
reproaches  were  cast  upon  him,  although  he  deserved  many. 

He  now  grew  greatly  worse.  He  knew  no  restraint,  gave 
himself  up  to  every  excess,  and  went  even  so  far  as  to  outrage 
his  benefactor.  Foreseeing  that  there  was  nothing  for  him  to 
ask  for  in  future,  he  went  to  the  forest,  and  summoning  the 
spirit  that  had  so  relieved  and  befriended  him,  declared  that 
he  had  an  abhorrence  of  all  constraint,  even  such  as  he  was 
made  to  feel  only  once  a  year,  and  had  come  to  renounce  for¬ 
ever  the  favors  that  were  to  be  bought  only  with  prayers. 

The  spirit  replied  by  threatening  vengeance,  and  it  was  a 
fearful  vengeance  that  ensued.  A  few  days  after,  and  the 
children  of  the  guilly  man  were  both  dead.  He  was  despoiled 
of  all  his  lands  through  the  displeasure  of  the  lord  of  the 
canton,  whom  he  had  refused  to  aid  in  an  attack  upon  a  neigh¬ 
boring  lord.  His  office  was  taken  from  him. 

At  last  his  poverty  and  distress  became  so  great  that  he  was 
constrained  to  return  to  his  woodcutting,  in  which  he  passed 
the  remainder  of  his  days,  laden  with  shame  and  remorse,  and 
abandoned  by  all  who  had  ever  known  him. 
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MESMERISM. 

No.  81.  HOW  TO  MESMERIZE.— Containing  the  most  ap¬ 
proved  methods  of  mesmerism ;  also  how  to  cure  all  kinds  of 
diseases  by  animal  magnetism,  or,  magnetic  healing.  By  Prof.  Leo 
Hugo  Koch,  A.  C,  S.,  author  of  “How  to  Hypnotize,”  etc. 

PALMISTRY. 

No.  82.  nOW  TO  DO  PALMISTRY.— Containing  the  most  ap¬ 
proved  methods  of  reading  the  lines  on  the  hand,  together  with 
a  full  explanation  of  their  meaning.  Also  explaining  phrenology, 
and  the  key  for  telling  character  by  the  bumps  on  the  head.  By 
Leo  Hugo  Koch,  A.  C.  S.  Fully  illustrated. 

HYPNOTISM. 

No.  83.  HOW  TO  HYPNOTIZE —Containing  valuable  and  in¬ 
structive  information*  regarding  the  science  of  hypnotism.  Also 
explaining  the  most  approved  methods  which  are^employed  by  the 
leading  hypnotists  of  the  world.  By  Leo  Hugo  Koch,  A.C.S. 

SPORTI NG. 

No.  21.  HOW  TO  HUNT  AND  FISH.— The  most  complete 
hunting  and  fishing  guide  ever  published.  It  contains  full  in¬ 
structions  about  guns,  hunting  dogs,  traps,  trapping  and  fishing, 
together  with  descriptions  of  game  and  fish.  > 

No.  26.  HOW  TO  ROW,  SAIL  AND  BUILD  A  BOAT.— Fully 
illustrated.  Every  boy  should  know  how  to  row  and  sail  a  boat. 
Full  instructions  are  given  in  this  little  book,  together  with  in¬ 
structions  on  swimming  and  riding,  companion  sports  to  boating. 

No.  47.  HOW  TO  BREAK,  RIDE  AND  DRIVE  A  HORSE.— 
A  complete  treatise  on  the  horse.  Describing  the  most  useful  horses 
for  business,  the  best  horses  for  the  road ;  also  valuable  recipes  for 
diseases  peculiar  to  the  horse. 

No.  48.  HOW  TO  BUILD  AND  SAIL  CANOES.— A  handy 
book  for  boys,  containing  full  directions  for  constructing  canoes 
and  the  most  popular  manner  of  sailing  them.  Fully  illustrated. 
By  C.  Stansfield  Hicks. 

FORTUNE  TELLING. 

No.  1.  NAPOLEON’S  ORAGULUM  AND  DREAM  BOOK.— 
Containing  the  great  oracle  of  human  destiny ;  also  the  true  mean¬ 
ing  of  almost  any  kind  of  dreams,  together  with  charms,  ceremonies, 
and  curious  games  of  cards.  A  complete  book. 

No.  23.  HOW  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS—  Everybody  dreams, 
from  the  little  child  to  the  aged  man  and  woman.  This  little  book 
gives  the  explanation  to  all  kinds  of  dreams,  together  with  lucky 
and  unlucky  days,  and  “Napoleon’s  Oraculum,”  the  book  of  fate. 

No.  28.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES. — Everyone  is  desirous  of 
knowing  what  his  future  life  will  bring  forth,  whether  happiness  or 
misery,  wealth  or  poverty.  You  can  tell  by  a  glance  at  this  little 
book.  Buy  one  and  be  convinced.  Tell  your  own  fortune.  Tell 
the  fortune  of  your  friends. 

No.  76.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES  BY  THE  HAND.— 
Containing  rules  for  telling  fortunes  by  the  aid  of  lines  of  the  hand, 
or  the  secret  of  palmistry.  Also  the  secret  of  telling  future  events 
by  aid  of  moles,  marks,  scars,  etc.  Illustrated*  By  A.  Anderson. 

ATHLETIC. 

No.  6.  now  TO  BECOME  AN  ATHLETE.— Giving  full  in¬ 
struction  for  the  use  of  dumb  bells,  Indian  clubs,  parallel  bars, 
horizontal  bars  and  various  other  methods  of  developing  a  good, 
healthy  muscle;  containing  over  sixty  illustrations.  Every  boy  can 
become  strong  and  healthy  by  following  the  instructions  contained 
in  this  little  book. 

No.  10.  HOW  TO  BOX.— The  art  of  self-defense  made  easy. 
Containing  over  thirty  illustrations  of  guards,  blows,  and  the  ditfer- 
ent  positions  of  a  good  boxer.  Every  boy  should  obtain  one  of 
these  useful  and  instructive  books,  as  it  will  teach  you  how  to  box 
without  an  instructor. 

No.  25.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  GYMNAST.— Containing  full 
instructions  for  all  kinds  of  gymnastic  sports  and  athletic  exercises. 
Embracing  thirty-five  illustrations.  By  Professor  W.  Macdonald. 
A  handy  and  useful  book. 

No.  34.  HOW  TO  FENCE. — Containing  full  instruction  for 
fencing  and  the  use  of  the  broadsword  ;  also  instruction  in  archery. 
Described  with  twenty-one  practical  illustrations,  giving  the  best 
positions  in  fencing.  A  complete  book. 

TRICKS  WITH  CARDS. 

No.  51.  TTOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— Containing 
•fplanations  of  the  general  principles  of  sleight-of-hand  applicable 
to  card  tricks;  of  card  tricks  with  ordinary  cards,  and  not  requiring 
tkight-of-hand  :  of  t  ricks  involving  sleight-of-hand,  or  the  use  of 
af*Ki»Uy  prepared  cards.  By  Professor  llaffucr.  Illustrated. 


No.  72.  HOW  TO  DO  SIXTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS— Em¬ 
bracing  all  of  the  latest  and  most  deceptive  card  tricks,  with  il¬ 
lustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  77.  HOW  TO  DO  FORTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— 
Containing  deceptive  Card  Tricks  as  performed  by  leading  conjurors 
and  magicians.  Arranged  for  home  amusement.  Fully  illustrated. 

MAGIC. 

No.  2.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS. — The  great  book  of  magic  and 
card  tricks,  containing  full  instruction  on  all  the  leading  card  tricks 
of  the  day,  also  the  most  popular  magical  illusions  as  performed  by 
our  leading  magicians ;  every  boy  should  obtain  a  copy  of  this  book, 
as  it  will  both  amuse  and  instruct. 

No.  22.  HOW  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT.— Heller’s  second  sight 
explained  by  his  former  assistant,  Fred  Hunt,  Jr.  Explaining  how 
the  secret  dialogues  were  carried  on  between  the  magician  and  the 
boy  on  the  stage ;  also  giving  all  the  codes  and  signals.  The  only 
authentic  explanation  of  second  sight. 

No.  43.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  MAGICIAN.— Containing  the 
grandest  assortment  of  magical  illusions  ever  placed  before  the 
public.  Also  tricks  with  cards,  incantations,  etc. 

No.  68.  HOW  TO  DO  CHEMICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  over 
one  hundred  highly  amusing  and  instructive  tricks  with  chemicals. 
By  A.  Anderson.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  69.  HOW  TO  DO  SLEIGHT  OF  HAND.— Containing  oyer 
fifty  of  the  latest  and  best  tricks  used  by  magicians.  Also  contain-* 
ing  the  secret  of  second  sight.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  70.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MAGIC  TOYS.— Containing  full 
directions  for  making  Magic  Toys  and  devices  of  many  kinds.  By 
A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  73.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  NUMBERS.— Showing 
many  curious  tricks  with  figures  and  the  magic  of  numbers.  By  A. 
Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  75.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  CONJUROR.  —  Containing 
tricks  with  Dominos,  Dice,  Cups  and  Balls,  Hats,  etc.  Embracing 
thirty-six  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  78.  HOW  TO  DO  THE  BLACK  ART.— Containing  a  com* 
plete  description  of  the  mysteries  of  Magic  and  Sleight  of  Hand, 
together  with  many  wonderful  experiments.  By  A.  Anderson. 
Illustrated. 

MECHANICAL. 

No.  29.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  INVENTOR— Every  boy 
should  know  how  inventions  originated.  This  book  explains  them 
all,  giving  examples  in  electricity,  hydraulics,  magnetism,  optics, 
pneumatics,  mechanics,  etc.  The  most  instructive  book  published. 

No.  56.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ENGINEER.— Containing  ful* 
instructions  how  to  proceed  in  order  to  become  a  locomotive  en¬ 
gineer;  also  directions  for  building  a  model  locomotive;  together 
with  a  full  description  of  everything  an  engineer  should  know. 

No.  57.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS.— Full 
directions  how  to  make  a  Banjo,  Violin,  Zither,  .cEolian  Harp,  Xylo¬ 
phone  and  other  musical  instruments ;  together  with  a  brief  de¬ 
scription  of  nearly  every  musical  instrument  used  in  ancient  or 
modern  times.  Profusely  illustrated.  By  Algernon  S.  Fitzgerald, 
for  twenty  years  bandmaster  of  the  Royal  Bengal  Marines. 

No.  59.  HOW  TO  MAKE  A  MAGIC  LANTERN.— Containing 
a  description  of  the  lantern,  together  with  its  history  and  invention. 
Also  full  directions  for  its  use  and  for  painting  slides.  Handsomely 
illustrated.  By  John  Allen. 

No.  71.  HOW  TO  DO  MECHANICAL  TRICKS.— Containing 
complete  instructions  for  performing  over  sixty  Mechanical  Trick#. 
By  A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

LETTER  WRITING. 

No.  11.  now  TO  WRITE  LOVE-LETTERS.— A  most  com. 
plete  little  hook,  containing  full  directions  for  writing  love-letter#, 
and  when  to  use  them,  giving;  specimen  letters  for  voung  and  old. 

No.  12.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  LADIES.— Giving 
complete  instructions  for  writing  letters  to  ladies  on  all  subjects; 
also  letters  of  introduction,  notes  and  requests. 

No.  24.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  GENTLEMEN. — 
Containing  full  directions  for  writing  to  gentlemen  on  all  subjects* 
also  giving  sample  letters  for  instruction. 

No.  53.  IIOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS. — A  wonderful  littl# 
book,  telling  you  how  to  write  to  your  sweetheart,  your  father, 
mother,  sister,  brother,  employer;  and.  in  fact,  everybody  and  any¬ 
body  you  wish  to  write  to.  Every  young  man  and  evrry  youtv* 
lady  in  the  land  should  have  this  book. 

No.  74.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  CORRECTLY.  Con¬ 
taining  full  instructions  for  writing  letters  on  almost  any  subject; 
also  rules  for  punctuation  and  coinfwition,  with  specimen  letters. 


.  ,  the  stage. 

THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  EN1)  MEN’9  Trnrir 
BOOK.— containing  a  great  variety  of  the  latfSt  inXf,  70K,E 
o^.os:  famous  end  men.  No  amateur  minstrel'  Jobes  used  by  the 
5Vt  wonderful  little  book.  dumieui  mini>trels  *  complete  without 

*  No.  42.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  STUMP  SPE  VKFR* 
Containing  a  varied  assortment  of  stumn  y  ’7 

•nd  Irish.  Also  end  men's  jokes.  Just  the  thin!?6#’  ^egro’  Dutch 
ient  and  amateur  shows.  J  dUs>t  the  tblD«  for  ^ome  arnuse- 

No.  45.  1  HE  BOY 8  OF  NEW  YORK  MTN^tptct  ppinn 

tND  JOKE  BOOK.— Something  new  and  Jrv GV,TnE 

>y  should  obtain  this  book,  as  it  contains  full  instructions  for  ok 
•aiazing  an  amateur  minstrel  troupe.  u  uus  101  or 

.  No.  tv*.  Mb  LDOON  8  JOKES. — This  is  one  of  fho  •  i 

joke  books  ever  published,  and  it  is  brimful  of  witMd^mSS/"?! 
contains  a  large  collection  of  songs,  jokes,  conundrums?” of 
Terrence  Muldoon.  the  great  wit.  humorist,  and  practical  ioker  of 
the  day.  Every  boy  who  can  enjoy  a  good  substantial  joke  shiuld 
obtain  a  copy  immediately.  J  c  6UUU1U 

No.  7!>.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ACTOR.— Containing  com- 
fclete  instructions  how  to  make  up  for  various  characters  nn  X 
stage ;  together  with  the  duties  of  the  Stage  Managt?  Prompter 

s C^%ortcrsivilTl^rSfafoT'B/  Sr?rri°T?in?.,t  Manager! 

No  SO.  Gl  k  \\  ILLIAMS  JOIvE  BOOK. — Containing  the  lat¬ 
est  jokes,  anecdotes  and  funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  and 
tver  popular  German  comedian.  Sixty-four  pages:  handsome 
colored  cover  containing  a  half-tone  photo  of  the  author. 

housekeeping. 

No.  16.  HOW  TO  KEEP  A  WINDOW  GARDEN.— Containing 
full  instructions  101  constructing  3,  window  ^nrdcn  citlicr  in  town 
<jr  country,  and  the  most  approved  methods  for  raising  beautiful 
flowers  at  home.  The  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever  pub¬ 
lished. 

No.  30.  HOW  TO  COOK. — One  of  the  most  instructive  books 
on  cooking  ever  published.  It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats 
flsh,  game,  and  oysters ;  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes  and  all  kinds  of 
pastry,  and  a  grand  collection  of  recipes  by  one  of  our  most  popular 

cooks. 

No.  3<.  HOW  TO  KEEP  HOUSE. — It  contains  information  for 
everybody,  boys,  girls,  men  and  women ;  it  will  teach  you  how  to 
make  almost  anything  around  the  house,  such  as  parlor  ornaments, 
brackets,  cements,  Aeolian  harps,  and  bird  lime  for  catching  birds. 

R  ELECTRICAL. 

No.  46.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELECTRICITY.— A  de¬ 
scription  of  the  wonderful  uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism  ; 
together  with  full  instructions  for  making  Electric  Toys,  Batteries, 
etc.  By  George  Trebel,  A.  M.,  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  il- 
iwstrations.  > 

No.  64.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL  MACHINES.— Con¬ 
taining  full  directions  for  making  electrical  machines,  induction 
coils,  dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked  by  electricity. 
By  R.  A.  R.  Bennett.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  67.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL  TRICKS —Containing  a 
large  collection  of  instructive  and  highly  amusing  electrical  tricks, 
together  with  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ENTERTAINMENT. 

/No.  9.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST. — By  Harry 

Kennedy.  The  secret  given  awray.  Every  intelligent  boy  reading 
this  book  of  instructions,  by  a  practical  professor  (delighting  multi¬ 
tudes  every  night  with  his  wonderful  imitations),  can  master  the 
art,  and  create  any  amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the 
areatest  book  ever  published,  and  there’s  millions  (of  fun )  in  it. 

No.  20.  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVENING  PARTY  —A 
very  valuable  little  book  just  published.  A  complete  compenoium 
of  games,  sports,  card  diversions,  comic  recitations,  etc.,  suitable 
for  parlor  or  drawing-room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for  the 

money  than  anv  book  published.  -  .  ..... 

No.  35.  HOW  TO  PLAY  GAMES— A  complete  and  useful  little 
book,  containing  the  rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle, 

backgammon,  croquet,  dominoes,  etc.  ^  .  .  •  _ 

No.  36.  HOW  TO  SOLVE  CONUNDRUMS.— Containing  all 
the  leading  conundrums  of  the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  cate  es 

HOW  TO  PLAY  CARDS,— A  complete  and  handy  little 
book,  giving  the  rules  and  fw.  Erections  for  playing  Lnc  »  ' 
bage.  Casino,  Forty-Five,  R^.^e*  Pedro  Sancho,  J  <  _  , 

Action  Pitch.  All  Fours,  and  nrhny  other  popular 

No.  66.  HOW  TO  DO  PUZZLES.— Containing  over three  hun¬ 
dred  interesting  puzzles  and  conundrums,  with  ey 
plete  book.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 


No  13  HOW  TO  DO  IT;  OR,  BOOK  OF  ETIQUETTE.  It 
b  a  great  liffScret  and  one  that  every  young  man  desires  to  know 

til  about.  There’s  happiness  in  it.  .  ,,  .  j  pfimiette 

No.  33.  HOW  TO  BEHAVE.— Containing  the  nil  is  and  et  q  He 

of  good  society  and  the  easiest  and  most  app  church  aud 

rtring  to  good  advantage  at  parties,  balls,  the  theatre,  church,  ana 

the  drawing-room. 

Ko.  27.  HOW  TO  RPXTnf  ANI>  rtOOK  OF  h^mATTONR 

mu,  ttahdard  reading  ^  cj.-pjrjg.  EACH,  OR  3  FOR  25  CENTS. 

Address  FBANK  TOIJSEY,  Publisher,  84  Unt®»  Square,  New  York. 


No.  31.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAKER. — Containing  four* 

teen  illustrations,  giving  the  different  positions  requisite  to  become 
a  good  speaker,  reader  and  elocutionist.  Also  containing  gems  from 
all  the  popular  authors  off  prose  and  poetry,  arranged  in  the  mofrk 
simple  aud  concis»  manner  possible. 

No.  49.  HOW  TO  DEBATE. — Giving  rules  for  conducting  de* 
bates,  outlines  for  debate!),  questions  for  discussion,  'and  the  btfl 
sources  for  procuring  information  on  the  questions  given. 

SOCI ETY. 

No.  3.  HOW  TO  FLIRT. — The  arts  and  wiles  ot  flirtation  aft 
fully  explained  by  this  little  book.  Besides  the  various  methods  of 
handkerchief,  fan.  glove,  parasol,  window  and  hat  flirtation,  it  con¬ 
tains  a  full  list  of  the  language  and  sentiment  of  flowers,  which  it 
interesting  to  everybody,  both  old  and  young.  You  cannot  be  happy 
without  one. 

No.  4.  HOW  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of  a  new  and  hacdsomt 
little  book  just  issued  b$r  Frank  Tousey.  It  contains  full  instruc¬ 
tions  in  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  in  the  ball-room  and  at  parties, 
how  to  dress,  and  full  directions  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  squara 
dances. 

No.  5.  HOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE. — A  complete  guide  to  love, 
courtship  and  marriage,  giving  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiquette 
to  be  observed,  with  many  curious  and  interesting  things  not  gen¬ 
erally  known. 

No.  17.  HOW  TO  DRESS. — Containing  full  instruction  in  the 
art  of  dressing  and  appearing  well  at  home  and  abroad,  giving  the 
selections  of  colors,  material,  and  how  to  have  them  made  up. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL.— One  of  the 
brightest  and  most  valuable  little  books  ever  given  to  the  world. 
Everybody  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beautiful,  both  male  and 
female.  The  secret  is  simple,  and  almost  costless  Read  this  book 
and  be  convinced  how  to  become  beautiful.  § 

BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS. 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS. — Handsomely  illustrated  and 
containing  full  instructions  for  the  management  and  training  of  the 
canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink,  blackbird,  paroquet,  parrot,  etc. 

No.  39.  HOW  TO  RAISE  DOGS.  POULTRY,  PIGEONS  AND 
RABBITS. — A  useful  and  instructive  book.  Handsomely  illus¬ 
trated.  By  Ira  Drofraw. 

No.  40.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  SET  TRAPS.— Including  hints 
on  how  to  catch  moles,  weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  and  birds. 
Also  how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously  illustrated.  By  J.  Harrington 
Keene. 

NoT  50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS.— A 
.valuable  book,  giving  instructions  in  collecting,  preparing,  mounting 
and  preserving  birds,  animals  and  insects. 

No.  54.  HOW  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE  PETS.— Giving  com¬ 
plete  information  as  to  the  manner  and  method  of  raising,  keeping, 
taming,  breeding,  and  managing  all  kinds  of  pets ;  also  giving  full 
instructions  for  making  cages,  etc.  Fully  explained  by  twenty-eight 
illustrations,  making  it  the  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever 
published. 

MISCELLANEOUS.  ' 

No.  8.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SCIENTIST.— A  useful  find  in¬ 
structive  book,  giving  a  complete  treatise  on  chemistry ;  also  ex¬ 
periments  in  acoustics,  mechanics,  mathematics,  chemistry,  and  di¬ 
rections  for  making  fireworks,  colored  fires,  and  gas  balloons.  Thie 
book  cannot  be  equaled. 

No.  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY. — A  complete  hand-book  for 
making  all  kinds  o'f  candy,  ice-cream,  syrups,  essences,  etc-  etc. 

No.  84.  TIOW  TO  BECOME  AN  AUTHOR.— Containing  full 
information  regarding  choice  of  subjects,  the  use  of  words  and  the 
manner  of  preparing  anefc  submitting  manuscript.  Also  containing 
valuable  information  as  to  the  neatness,  legibility  and  general  com¬ 
position  of  manuscript,  essential  to  a  successful  author.  By  Prince 

HlN?.d38.  HOW  TO  BECOME  YOUR  OWN  DOCTOR.— A  won¬ 
derful  book,  containing  useful  and  practical  information  in  the 
treatment  of  ordinary  diseases  and  ailments  common  to  every 
family.  Abounding  in  useful  and  effective  recipes  for  general  com¬ 
plaints. 

No.  55.  HOW  TO  COLLECT  STAMPS  AND  COINS.— Con¬ 
taining  valuable  information  regarding  the  collecting  and  arranging 
of  stamps  and  coins.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  58.  HOW  TO  BE  A  DETECTIVE.— By  Old  King  Brady, 
the  world-known  detective.  In  which  he  lays  down  some  valuable 
and  sensible  rules  for  beginners,  and  also  relates  some  adventurer 
and  experiences  of  well-known  detectives. 

No.  60.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  PHOTOGRAPHER.— Contain¬ 
ing  useful  information  regarding  the  Camera  and  how  to  work  it; 
also  how  to  make  Photographic  Magic  Lantern  Slides  and  other 
Transparencies.  Handsomely  illustrated.  By  Captain  W.  De  W. 
Abnov 

No.  62.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  WEST  POINT  MILITARY 
CADET. — Containing  full  explanations  how  to  gain  admittance, 
course  of  Study,  Examinations.  Duties,  Staff  of  Officers,  Post 
Guard,  Police  Regulations,  Fire  Department,  and  all  a  boy  should 
know  to  bcT  a  Cadet.  Compiled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens,  author 
of  “How  to  Become  a  Naval  Cadet.” 

No.  63.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  NAVAL  CADET.— Complete  in¬ 
structions  of  how  to  gain  admission  to  the  Annapolis  Naval 
Academy.  Also  containing  the  course  of  instruction,  description 
of  grounds  and  buildings,  historical  sketch,  and  everything  a  boy 
should  know  to  become  an  officer  in  the  United  States  Navy.  Com¬ 
piled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens,  author  of  “How  to  Become  Cl 
West  Point  Military  Cadet.” 


pr  Latest  Issues 


“WILD  WEST  WEEKLY” 

A  Magazine  Containing  Stories,  Sketches,  etc.,  of  Western  Life 


Colored  Covers 


32  Pages 


Price  5  Cents 


537  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Two-Gun  Man;  or,  Cleaning  up 
a  Mining  Camp. 

338  Young  Wild  West’s  Prairie  Chase;  or,  Arietta  and  the 

Wolf  Pack. 

339  Young  Wild  West  Holding  the  Hill;  or.  The  Fight  for  the 

Cave  of  Gold.  f 

340  Young  Wild  West’s  Cowboy  Avengers;  or,  Arietta  and  the 

Mustang  Ropers. 

341  Young  Wild  West  and  “Velvet  Bill”;  or,  Baffling  the 

Bandit  Band. 


342  Young  Wild  West  Helping  the  Hunters;  or.  Arietta  and  the 

Grizzly. 

343  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Half  Breed  Trailer;  or.  The 

White  Flower  of  the  Utes. 

344  Young  Wild  West  after  the  Outlaws;  or,  Arietta’s  Hard 

Earned  Victory. 

345  Young  Wild  West’s  Prize  Claim;  or.  The  Gold  of  Good-Bye  i 

Gulch. 

346  Young  Wild  West  Booming  a  Town;  or,  Arietta  and  the 

Land  Sharks. 


“THE  LIBERTY  BOYS  OF  ’76 


Color]|P  Covers 

430  The  Liberty  Boys’  Log  Tower;  or.  Bombarding  the  Stock¬ 

ade  Fort. 

431  The  Liberty  Boys  with  the  Pioneers;  or,  At  War  with  the 

Renegades. 

432  The  Liberty  Boys’  Forlorn  Hope;  or,  In  the  Time  of  the 

“Hard  Winter.” 

433  The  Liberty  Boys  and  Captain  Midnight;  or,  The  Patriot 

Spy  of  Sleepy  Hollow. 


Containing  Revolutionary  Stories. 

32  Pages  Price  5  Cents  - 

436  The  Liberty  Boys  on  Town  Mountain;  or,  Warm  Work  in 
the  Ramapo  Valley. 

437  The  Liberty  Boys’  Prisoner  of  War;  or,  Acting  as  Aides  to* 
Washington. 

438  The  Liberty  Boys  and  Crazy  Jane;  or,  The  Girl  Spy  of  the 
James  River. 

439  The  Liberty  Boys  Thrashing  Tarleton;  or,  Getting  Even 
with  a  Cruel  Foe. 


435  The  Liberty  Boys’  Rifle  Corps;  or,  The  Twenty  Dead  Shots. 


434  The  Liberty  Boys’  Girl  Enemy;  or,  A  Hard  Foe  to  Fight.  440  The  Liberty  Boys  and  “Red  Fox”;  or.  Out  with  the  Indian'* 


Fighters. 


“SECRET  SERVICE’’ 


A- 


Colored  Covers 


32  Pages 


534  The  Bradys  and  the  Newsboy;  or,  Saved  from  the  State 
Prison. 


535  The  Bradys  After  the  Beggars  and  Beats;  or,  The  King  of 
Misery  Hall. 


Old  and  Young  King  Brady,  Detectives 

Price  5  Cents 

538  The  Bradys  and  the  Pawn  Ticket;  or,  The  Old  Maniac’s 
Secret. 

539  The  Bradys  Trailing  a  Chinese  Giant;  or,  The  “Strong 
Arm”  Men  of  Mott  tStreet. 


636  The  Bradys  and  the  Poisoned  Ring;  or,  Trailing  a  Shadow 
Gang. 


537  The  Bradys  at  Deadman’s  Curve;  or,  Solving  a  Mystery  of 
Union  Square. 


540  The  Bradys  and  the  King  of  Rogues;  or,  Working  Up  the 
Dalton  Case. 


541  The  Bradys’  Top  Floor  Clew;  or,  The  Mystery  of  a  Tene->* 
ment  House. 


For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  receipt  of  price,  5  cents  per  copy,  in  money  or  postage  stamps,  by 

FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher,  24  Union  Square,  N.  Y 


IF  YOU  WANT  ANY  BACK  NUMBERS 

of  our  Weeklies  and  cannot  procure  them  from  newsdealers,  they  can  be  obtained  from  this  office  direct.  Cut  out  and  fill 
in  the  following  Order  Blank  and  send  it  to  us  with  the  price  of  the  weeklies  you  want  and  we  will  send  them  to  vou  by 
return  mail.  POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY. 


FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher,  24  Union  Square,  New  York.  . 190 

Dear  Sir — Enclosed  find . cents  for  which  please  send  me: 

. . .  .copies  of  WORK  AND  WIN,  Nos . 

. . . .  “  “  WIDE  AWAKE  WEEKLY,  Nos . ! 

. . . .  “  “  WILD  WEST  WEEKLY,  Nos . ; . !!!!■!!!!!!!!!"!!! 

.  •  • .  u  “  THE  LIBERTY  BOYS  OF  ’76,  Nos . !.!**!**.!!*.!  1 1 ! 

....  *  “  PLUCK  AND  LUCK,  Nos . 

....  “  “  -SECRET  SERVTOPh  Nos . . !!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 

....  “  “  FAME  AND  FORTUNE  WEEKLY;  Nos....... . . . 

. . . .  **  u  Ten-Cent  Hand  Books,  Nos . 


Street,  and  No 


Town 


State 


WIDE  AWARE  WEEKLY 


ar  STORIES  OF  A  BOY’S  SCHOOLDAYS  ^ 


Handsome  Colored  Covers 
3 2  Pages  of  Reading 


By  FRANK  FORREST 

Price  5  Cents 


Splend  id  Illustrations 
Issued  Every  Friday 


No.  137  of  this  weekly  begins  a  new  series  of  school  stories,  written  by  Frank  Forrest,  the  best  author  of  this  class 
of  fiction  in  the  world.  Each  number  details  the  fun,  perils,  and  sports  of  a  fearless  young  student  with  an  upright 
character,  who  stands  for  justice  and  honor  in  all  things.  He  and  his  schoolmates  encounter  all  sorts  ot  li'elj  ad¬ 
ventures  of  the  kind  that  boys  like  to  read  about.  Some  fine  girls  figure  in  the  series,  and  a  deep  element  of  inter¬ 
est  runs  through  every  story.  , 
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LATEST  ISSUES. 


115  Young  Wide  Awake  and  the  Wreckers;  or,  Saving  the  Govern¬ 

ment  Mail. 

116  Young  Wide  Awake’s  Plucky  Drive  ;  or,  Bridging  a  Chasm  of  F're. 

117  Young  Wide  Awake  and  the  Briber;  or,  The  Test  that  Makes  a 

Man. 

118  Young  Wide  Awake’s  Artful  Dodge;  or,  Placing  Enemies  on  the 

Defense. 

119  Young  Wide  Awake  Solving  a  Mystery  ;  or.  Hunting  Down  the 

Eire  Thieves. 

120  Young  Wide  Awake’s  Drawn  Battle  ;  or,  Breaking  Even  With  the 

Neptunes. 

121  Young  Wide  Awake  in  a  House  of  Death  ;  or.  The  Mystery 

of  a  Big  Blaze. 

122  Young  Wide  Awake  and  the  “Night  Prowlers’’;  or,  The  Fire  at 

the  Cartridge  Works. 

123  Young  Wide  Awake  s  Wild  Ride  ;  or,  Fighting  Fire  in  Lincoln. 

12  t  Young  Wide  Awake’s  Closest  Call  ;  or,  The  Blaze  at  Riverside  Inn. 

125  Young  Wide  Awake’s  Gritty  Battle;  or.  Fighting  Down  a  Hotel 
Fire. 

120  Young  Wide  Awake's  Heroism  ;  or,  The  State  Fireman's  Tourna¬ 
ment. 

127  Young  Wide  Awake’s  Latest  Recruit;  or.  Snatching  His  Captain 

From  Death. 

128  Young  Wide  Awake  and  the  “Sylvia*’  ;  or.  Saving  Life  on  the 

River. 

129  Young  Wide  Awake's  Leap  in  the  Dark;  or.  Capturing  the  “League 

of  3." 

130  Young  Wide  Awake's  Hazard  :  or.  Stopping  a  Theatre  Fire. 

131  Young  Wide  Awake  Off  His  Guard;  or.  Caught  in  a  Warehouse 

Blaze. 

132  Young  Wide  Awake’s  Best  Deed;  or,  Saving  the  Life  of  His 

Sweetheart. 

133  Young  Wide  Awake's  Deadly  Peril;  or,  Good  Work  at  an  Insane 

Asylum. 

134  Young  Wide  Awake’s  Struggle  in  the  Dark ;  or,  Trapped  in  a 

Flooded  Cellar. 

135  Young  Wide  Awake's  Swift  Run;  or,  Saving  the  Midnight  Ex¬ 

press. 

136  Young  Wide  Awake's  Last  Chance;  or.  Rescued  from  Certain 

Death. 

137  Dick  Daresome’s  Schooldays:  or.  The  Victory  of  the  New  Boy. 

138  Dick  Daresome  and  the  Midnight  Hazers  ;  or.  Turning  the  Tables 

on  His  Enemies. 


139  Dick  Daresome’s  Bold  Rescue:  or,  Saving  the  Academy  Girls 

140  Dick  Daresome  and  the  Burglars;  or,  Risking  His  Life  for  a 

Room-mate.  _ 

141  Dick  Daresome  Missing;  or.  The  Academy  Girls  to  the  Rescue^! 

142  Dick  Daresome’s  Fight  for  Honor;  or,  Clearing  a  School  Sus¬ 

picion. 

143  Dick  Daresome’s  Quarrel  ;  or.  Showing  Up  a  Coward. 

144  Dick  Daresome's  Fatal  Error  ;  or,  Trapped  by  an  Envious  School¬ 

mate.  . 

145  Dick  Daresome’s  Ice  Victory  ;  or.  Skating  a  Race  Against  Death? 

146  Dick  Daresome’s  Struggle  for  Leadership  ;  or,  Getting  Ahead  of 

His  Rivals. 

147  Dick  Daresome’s  “Flying  Gull”  ;  yr,  Winning  the  Ice-Boat  Contest. 

148  Dick  Daresome  and  the  Village  Toughs ;  or,  A  Battle  Against 

Odds. 

149  Dick  Daresome's  Hockey  League  .  or.  Winning  Out  for  Merrivale. 

150  Dick  Daresome's  Man  Hunt  ;  or,  A  Ten-Mile  Chase  after  Robbers. 

151  Dick  Daresome's  Dark  Days  ;  oi\  Tricked  by  a  Boy’s  Deceit. 

152  Dick  Daresome’s  Wild  Toboggan  Ride;  or.  Daring  Sport  on  the: 

Mountain  Side. 

153  Dick  Daresome  and  the  Lynchers;  or.  The  Fight  for  an  Inno¬ 

cent  Man. 

154  Dick  Daresome  Hunted  Down  ;  or.  Caught  in  the  Clutches  of  the 

“Night  Caps.’’  % 

155  Dick  Daresome's  Cross  Country  Run  ;  or.  Winning  Out  By  a 

Head. 

156  Dick  Daresome’s  Perilous  Swim  ;  or,  A  Daring  Rescue  From  the 

Whirlpool. 

157  Dick  Daresome’s  Lost  Cause;  or.  Queered  bv  His  Belleville 

Rival. 

158  Dick  Daresome’s  Champion  Pitching;  or,  Saving  the  Day  for 

Merrivale. 

159  Dick  Daresome's  Rowing  Match:  or.  The  Prize  Oarsman  of 

Merrivale. 

160  Dick  Daresome's  Mistake:  or.  Losing  a  Game  to  Belleville. 

161  Dick  Daresome’s  Shoot ii  g  Match;  or.  The  Prize  Score  of  the  Academy.* 
1  6  2  Diciv  Daresome  and  the  Gip  y  Kin*::  or.  Saving  His  Sweetheart. 

163  Dick  Daresome  in  Camp:  or.  In  the  Woods  v>  ith  His  School 

164  Dick  Daresome’s  Summer  Baseball  Nine;  or.  New  Victories  for  Merri¬ 

vale. 


For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  receipt  of  price,  5  cents  per  copy,  m  money  or  postage  stamps  by 


FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher, 


24  Union  Square,  N.  Y. 


IF  YOU  WANT  ANY  BACK  NUMBERS 

of  our  Weeklies  and  cannot  procure  them  from  newsdealers,  they  can  be  obtained  from  this  office  direct  Cut  out  and  fill 
in  the  following  Order  Blank  and  send  it  to  us  with  the  price  of  the  weeklies  you  w  ant  and  we  will  send  them  tn  vnn  hv 
return  mail.  POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY.  e  d  them  t0  >ou  b> 
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FRANK  rot  SKY,  Publisher,  24  Fnion  Square,  New  York. 

Dear  Sir — Enclosed  find . cents  for  which  please  send  me: 

copies  of  WORK  AND  WIN,  Nos . •  * 

“  “  WIDE  AWAKE  WEEKLY,  Nos . ’  . 

“  WILD  WEST  WEEKLY,  Nos . ‘  . . 

“  THE  LIBERTY  BOYS  OF  ’TO.  Nos . ’’’’’’’ . j 

FLECK  AND  LUCK.  Nos . . . . * 

SECRET  SERVICE.  Nos . ' . *[*’’*’’*  ’  ’  ’  ’  ’  ’  * . 

FAME  AND  FORTUNE  WEEKLY,  Nos . ‘  * . 

Fen-Cent  Hand  Books,  Nos .  . A 
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